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FADE IN: 


EXT. A SNOWSTORM - DUSK 


Dark, stormy, wintery. Sleet and snow obscure our 
vision. Are we on land? In the air? Hard to say. It’s 
dusk. Not quite light, not quite dark, and the weather's 
terrible. We can hear SOMETHING in the distance, but we 
don’t know what. We’re getting closer to it, though. 


NOCTUS (V.O.) 

The War of the Ice Claws was the 
longest in history; a bloody civil 
war well into its second century 
by the time of the Great Battle of 
Stormfast Island. 


And then a DARK SHAPE crosses screen, obscured by the 
clouds and the weather. What it was, we have no idea. A 
beat, and then, another DARK SHAPE, this one closer. Not 
human... And then more and more as we start to HEAR the 
CLANGS of metal against metal, of orders being BARKED 
out. The sounds of a BATTLE. 


NOCTUS (V.O.) 
The day looked won for the League 
of Kiel... 


The clouds thin a bit, and we see: 
A HUGE BATTLE GOING ON 


A battle in the air. A battle between OWLS. Not your 
happy, friendly sweet owls. But hundreds of fierce, 
terrifying creatures wearing helmets and Battle Claws-- 
scythe-like metal claws they hold in their talons. 
They’re fighting above the craggy, rocky shore of a 
desolate island. And they’re fighting to kill. Owls 
drop out of the sky and fall to the storm-tossed sea 
hundreds of feet below. 


NOCTUS (V.O.) 
But then, from out of the darkest 
clouds of the storm flew... Surtr 
of Jarnaxa. 


SURTR 


emerges from the clouds. He wears a frightening helmet, 
and in one claw a single Battle Claw, and in the other, a 


metal rod, the top of which holds shiny flecks of metal 
trapped in a clear amber rock. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


NOCTUS (V.O.) 
He possessed a terrible new 
weapon... 


And any owl-- friend or foe, that Surtr points his rod at 
suddenly goes “yarp”-- that owl FREEZES and sucks their 
wings back in their bodies, causing them to simply stop 
flying. They fall below the clouds to their deaths. 


NOCTUS 
No one knows what exactly this 
dreadful weapon was, but surely it 
wasn’t of earth, tree or sky... 
And so, the tide of the great 
battle changed against the League 
of Kiel... 


The owls from the League of Kiel are being killed at 
alarming rates. 


NOCTUS (V.O.) 
Kielian owl after owl fell... No 
matter their valor, no matter 
their strength... and just when 
all looked lost... 


While Surtr is focused on his attacks, LYZE, a grey 
whiskered Screech Owl, SMASHES into him. 


NOCTUS (V.O.) 
A young Kielian owl named Lyze 
outflanked Surtr. 


The contact makes Surtr lose his helmet and drop the 
metal rod, both falling into the clouds as the two owls 
also drop, now locked in battle. And as the two owls 
fall, they violently SLASH at each other with their 
Battle Claws. Surtr SLASHES at Lyze’s talons, and Lyze 
SLICES across Surtr’s face. SURTR SCREECHES in fury and 
pain, and then, with a SLASH to SURTR’S chest, Lyze 
disengages, and SURTR falls into the mist... 


CUT TO: 


INT. AN OWL HOLLOW - DAY 


The sun comes through the entrance as a father Barn Owl, 
NOCTUS, is telling this story to his family: two six-week 
old owlets named SOREN and KLUDD, and a newer hatchling 
named EGLANTINE, who is mostly just a ball of fluffy 
white down. 
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CONTINUED: 


NOCTUS 
(finishing the story) 
Surtr fell and fell and fell... 
never to be seen again... 


Their Mother, MARELLA, is feeding them some dead 
crickets. 


SOREN 
What happened to Lyze after that, 
Da? 

NOCTUS 


Well, no one knows for sure. Me, 
I like to think he went to the 
Great Tree of Ga’Hoole, where he 
took the sacred oath all the 
Guardians of Ga’Hoole take: To 
speak no words but true ones, to 
make strong the weak, to mend the 
broken, vanquish the proud... to 
protect all owls, unseen, unheard, 
unknown to any but themselves... 


Kludd frowns. 
KLUDD 


But Ga’Hoole’s just a legend, 
isn’t it, Da? 


Marella looks at her mate, wondering how he will answer. 


NOCTUS 
Well, some say it is. But I think 
it’s real. On the Sea of 
Hoolemere, hidden by a thick 
shroud of fog... 


KLUDD 

Fog, huh? 
SOREN 

Why are you so sure it’s real, Da? 
NOCTUS 

Well, I feel it in my gizzard, 


Soren. 


Now it’s Soren’s turn to frown. He doesn’t feel it in 


his gizzard. 


MRS. PLITHIVER-- a small, eyeless, rose-colored snake-- 


slithers over. She’s their nest-maid. 
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CONTINUED: 


(2) 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
Well, I once met a magpie who knew 
a crow whose sister knew a seagull 
that swore that she had seen the 
Great Tree of Ga’Hoole herself... 
Now, time for bed, little ones. 
You’ve got flying practice 
tomorrow night! 


MARELLA 
Who wants the last cricket? 


KLUDD 
Me! 


And Kludd eats it up as we hear: 


NOCTUS (0.S.) 
Hop! Hop! That’s it , Soren! 


EXT. TREE BRANCHES - NIGHT 


DISSOLVE TO: 


Soren and Kludd are hopping from branch to branch, not 
quite flying yet. 


NOCTUS 

Now up with the wings just as you 
begin the hop up to the next 
branch. Good! 

(beat) 
Crisply, Kludd, crisply! Owls are 
Silent fliers! Absolutely silent, 
Kludd! How else will you hear the 
heartbeat of the smallest of mice, 
or the breathing of the tiniest of 
voles? 


KLUDD 

But I’m not flying yet, Da! 

(sotto) 
As you keep reminding me. 
Constantly! 

(louder ) 
What’s it matter if I’m noisy when 
I’m just branching? 


NOCTUS 
Bad habit. Leads to noisy flight, 
and it’s hard to outgrow noise 
habits you start in branching. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


SOREN 
(helpfully) 
Like this, Kludd. 


Soren hops up to the next branch. 


NOCTUS 
Excellent, Soren! Didn’t hear a 
thing. Not a thing. 


Soren puffs up a bit, proud of himself. 


KLUDD 
(mimicking Noctus) 
“Excellent. Didn’t hear a thing. 
Not a thing.” 


Soren looks hurt. 


NOCTUS 
Stop that, Kludd! If you listened 
half as much as Soren, you’d fly 
twice as early! Now try it again! 


Kludd gives Soren a dirty glance, then HOPS up to the 
branch Soren is on, only with much less wing-noise this 
time. 


SOREN 
That’s it, Kludd! That was great. 


Kludd doesn’t appreciate Soren’s enthusiasm. 
NOCTUS 
Better, Kludd... Better... Owls 
are the finest hunters in the sky 
for one reason only-- their silent 
flight! 
Marella exits the hollow. 


MARELLA 
Noctus! Time for hunting! 


As Noctus NODS, we HEAR OS-- 


SOREN (0.S.) 
I think I’m going to yarp! 


CUT TO: 


+ + + 


+ 


INT. THE HOLLOW - NIGHT 


Eglantine is staring at Soren with wonder. He starts to 
behave like he’s going to vomit as Mrs. Plithiver 
hurries over to him. 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
That’s wonderful dear! Give ita 
good push... 


And out of Soren’s beak comes a small pellet. Eglantine 
looks at it, confused. 


EGLANTINE 
What is it? 


MRS. PLITHIVER 

It’s a pellet, dear. Owls digest 
the bones and fur of their prey in 
their gizzard, then yarp them up. 
See, it’s the exact shape of 
Soren’s gizzard. 

(to Soren) 
This is quite a moment, Soren, 
your first pellet. I’m sorry your 
Mum and Da weren’t here to see it. 
Ah, well, couldn’t be helped, I 
suppose, with food so scarce... 


Kludd-- still at the entrance-- turns and watches them 
for a moment. But it’ not with any warmth-- it’s with 
cold, calculating eyes. 


MRS. PLITHIVER (CONT’D) 
I’m off to Hilda’s for milk 
berries, just in case your parents 
have poor hunting tonight. Soren, 
please keep an eye on your sister. 
No bed-bug snacks! 


She goes by Kludd, and exits the hollow. 


KLUDD 
Soren... I think we should 
practice our branching... 
(seemingly earnest) 
I could use a pointer or two. 


Soren looks over at him, surprised. Even Eglantine seems 
a bit astonished by the request. 


SOREN 
You want me... to help... you? 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


KLUDD 
You’re much better at it than me, 
aren’t you? I want to surprise Da 
when he comes home. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. BRANCHES - NIGHT 


Soren is looking two branches down at Kludd, who is 
practicing his “branching”. 


SOREN 
That’s good! Good! 


Kludd hops up to Soren’s branch. 


SOREN (CONT’D) 
See? All you have to do is move 
your wings a little faster. 
Concentrate on being quiet... 
really quiet... and it just 
happens... 


KLUDD 
Which wing do you start with? 


Soren thinks, lifting up his right wing, then his left. 
SOREN 
Well, I think I do both at the 
same-- 
But before he can finish his thought, he’s falling off 
the branch. One of his wings flaps out, pushing Kludd 
accidentally, and Kludd goes down too. 


They both YELL as they fall, HITTING branch after branch 
after branch, until-- 


EXT. THE GROUND - CONTINUOUS 
--they hit the ground with two loud THUDS. 


A beat, then-- 


SOREN 
Ow... 


They both stand, slightly dazed. 


SOREN (CONT'D) 
I-- I guess I tripped, or 


something... 
(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


Kludd turns to Soren, furious. But there’s something 
else in his expression... maybe guilt? Did he push 
Soren? We didn’t see, but we suspect... 


They look up-- 
FROM THEIR POV 


Their hollow is completely out of sight it’s so out of 
Sight. 


BACK TO SCENE 
Kludd frowns. 


SOREN (CONT’D) 
Mrs. P! Mrs. P!! Eglan-- 


KLUDD 
Shhhhhh! You don’t want the 
raccoons to hear us, do you? 


Soren looks around, checking for raccoons. 


SOREN 
What should we do? 


Kludd thinks for a moment. 


KLUDD 
Mum and Da won’t be home ‘til sun- 


lp <4 s 


He looks around at the dark forest, trying to hide his 
fear. 


SOREN 
We could try to fly back up... 


Kludd looks up the tree apprehensively. 


KLUDD 
Fly...? 


Soren sort of runs, does a HOP, getting about six inches 
off the forest floor, but then falls back down. He tries 
again. No good. 


KLUDD (CONT'D) 
I can’t believe you got me into 
Chiswa< 


SOREN 
I didn’t mean-- 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: (2) 
KLUDD 
(eyes widen) 
Shhhh! 
And they both go silent... 


Something is moving nearby. 


They go motionless as the SOUND gets closer... and 
closer... and closer. 
Soren’s eyes widen... And then-- 


An enormous RACCOON leaps out of the underbrush and 
charges right for Kludd. Kludd runs, but the raccoon is 
much faster, and has him in his paws in an instant. 


Without even thinking, Soren ATTACKS the huge raccoon, 
trying to CLAW it and PECK at it as best he can. 


The distraction is enough for the raccoon to let go of 
Kludd and go after Soren. 


Kludd doesn’t return the favor-- he scurries away as-- 
SOREN 
dodges the raccoon’s teeth. 


SOREN 
Kludd! Kludd!! 


And then, just as it looks like Soren is going to be a 
raccoon dinner, we hear a tremendous SCREEEEECH-- making 
the raccoon turn its head. And out of the sky-- 

A LONG EARED OWL 

--SWOOPS down from the moonlit sky, and quickly attacks 
the raccoon with his BATTLE CLAWS (Battle claws are talon- 
shaped, razor-sharp knives made from metal with a handle 
that the owl’s claw grips like a sword). 


We’ll come to know much more about Battle Claws later on, 
but this one appears old, chipped and tarnished. 


WIDER 
The raccoon instantly DROPS Soren and defends itself. 
Soren stands and watches the Long Eared Owl battle the 


raccoon in awe, beak agape-- could this be a Guardian of 
Ga’Hoole? 


(CONTINUED ) 


10. 
CONTINUED: (3) 


But before he can verbalize the thought, a Boreal Owl 
named DANK swoops down, and GRABS Soren with his claws 
(this one doesn’t wear battle claws). 


SOREN (CONT'D) 
Kludd!!! 


An instant later, and Kludd is grabbed by a third owl, a 
Great Horned Owl named STARK. 


The Long Eared Owl-- the one battling the raccoon-- sees 
the young owls have been grabbed, and immediately takes 
to the air. 


EXT. THE AIR - NIGHT 


They all quickly accelerate away from Soren and Kludd’s 
home tree. 


SOREN 
Wait! Wait-- that’s our tree! 
Stop! 


KLUDD 
is trying to bite the legs of Stark. While-- 
WIDER 


The Battle Clawed owl swoops into formation with the two 
Carrying Soren and Kludd. 


SOREN (CONT’D) 
Aren’t you going to take us home? 


The owl carrying Soren, named DANK, laughs somewhat 
maniacally. 


DANK 
Hear that Stark, he wants us to 
take him home! 


Stark laughs as well as he gives Kludd a few quick kicks 
to calm him down. 


SOREN 
But-- aren’t you Guardians of 
Ga’Hoole?? 


DANK 
No questions! First rule of St. 
Aggies! 

SOREN 


St. Aggies? What’s-- 
(CONTINUED ) 


Ls 
CONTINUED: 


DANK 
No what’s! No where’s! No who’s! 
No “Wh”’s at all! 
(turns to Stark) 
We might have a haggard here. 
Questions, questions, questions! 


STARK 
Better than the nasty mongrel I 
have! 


Kludd is still struggling against Stark’s talons. 


SOREN 
But-— 


DANK 
Think I should drop him?! 


Soren’s eyes go wide. 


STARK 
No! Spoorn will have your tail 
feathers! The order was clear, 
every owlet we find! He can 
decide at the Choosing! 

(to Kludd) 

But one more bite from you, and 
you'll be my dinner! 


Kludd clams down-- the anger still evident in his eyes-- 
as-- 


DANK 
(to Soren) 
Guess it’s your lucky night, 
haggard! 


WIDER 


--another group of owls join their formation. This group 
also has baby owls in their claws, and is also escorted 
by an owl wearing Battle Claws. 


SOREN 
looks over at Kludd. Kludd doesn’t say anything, but 
stares at Soren with something bordering on hate in his 


eyes. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


12. 


EXT. THE AIR - NIGHT 


They’re over a desert now, no trees as far as can be 
seen, and their number has increased as well-- now maybe 
20 or so owls, with five or six battle claw armed 
escorts. 


And then another group joins the formation, and one of 
the new owls-- a male Boreal Owl named GRIMBLE-- comes 
right next to Dank. 


DANK 
Fill your quota, Grimble? 


GRIMBLE 
Just the one. 


DANK 
Skench won’t be too happy about 
that! 


As they continue to talk, Soren notices the baby Elf Owl 
in Grimble’s claws, GYLFIE. 


She’s tiny, only 5 inches long, with brownish-grey 
plumage and large, bright yellow eyes. She looks 
terrified. 


Soren gives Gylfie the best, most encouraging smile he 
can muster, as if to say: courage. And then he notices: 


FROM HIS POV 


They’re heading for an ominous looking series of cracks 
in the desert-- a labyrinth of jagged canyons, deep 
ravines and scraggy trenches. To make it feel even more 
ominous, a THUNDER STORM is raging. 


WIDER 


The formation turns and heads for one of the larger 
canyons, where a plume of smoke slowly emanates from some 
unknown source deep within the crevice. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. ABOVE THE CREVICE - NIGHT 


The formation-- now in the thick of the THUNDER STORM-- 
begins to descend toward a series of edifices carved into 
the wall of the canyon, somewhat like the ruins of Navaho 
cave dwellings. They’re relatively crude, and perhaps 
are of human origin, but it’s hard to tell-- they’ve 
eroded from centuries of weather. 


(CONTINUED ) 


13. 
CONTINUED: 


On one of the levels, there’s a plateau that seems to 
serve as a landing place. And that seems to be the 
destination of the formation. 


AT THE PLATEAU 


Owlets are being dropped off by their captors, and 
immediately escorted by full-grown owls off the plateau 
and into various entrances into the interior. It’s a 
little chaotic-- baby owlets unsure where they are, where 
there parents are; some are crying, some calling for 
their parents. 


Perched on a small boulder is an immense female Great 
Horned Owl named SKENCH. She’s a bit ragged-- the 
shoulder feathers on her right wing having separated, 
revealing a patch of skin with a jagged scar. Just below 
her, two Long Eared Owls armed with tarnished, ancient 
Battle Claws stand guard. 


SKENCH 
Welcome! I am Skench, Ablah 
General of St. Aegolius! 


Right below Skench is SPOORN, a male Screech Owl. He 
seems to be assigning which of four tunnels behind them 
the owlets go through. 


SPOORN 
(over Skench) 
One... One... Three... Two... 


Some go through one entrance deep into the cliff, others 
a different entrance. 


SKENCH 
It is here that you will find 
Truth and Purpose. Indeed, that 
is our motto. When Truth is 
Found, Purpose is Revealed. 


SOREN 


is dropped, literally, and then Dank lands right near 
him. 
SKENCH (0.S.) (CONT'D) 
(repeating) 
Welcome! I am Skench, Ablah 
General of St. Aegolius! 


And Dank starts to guide Soren toward Spoorn. 


(CONTINUED ) 


14. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


WIDER 


Kludd and Gylfie are also dropped off, but Soren quickly 
loses track of them in the chaos. 


Soren looks around desperately. 


SOREN 
Kludd! Kludd!!! 


DANK 
(to Soren) 
Keep moving! 


Spoorn sees Soren approach with Dank. 


SPOORN 
A Tyto Alba! The Pure Ones will 
want us to keep an eye out on this 
one. 


DANK 
I wouldn’t be so sure about that-—- 
I think this one’s a haggard. All 
he does is ask the “wh”s... 


Spoorn looks down at Soren disapprovingly. 


SPOORN 
A haggard, eh?! Four! 


And Dank immediately starts pushing Soren toward one of 
the four dark entrances into St. Aegolius as Spoorn 
continues to assign doors to the arriving owlets. 


And then Grimble brings up Gylfie. 


SPOORN (CONT’D) 
Four... 


Gylfie looks terrified. 
GRIMBLE 
Go on, little one... It’1ll be 


fine... 


And they go into the same passageway Soren went into as 
Stark brings Kludd up. 


SPOORN 


Another Tyto, eh? This one a 
haggard too? 


(CONTINUED ) 


15. 
CONTINUED: (3) 


STARK 
No, didn’t ask a thing. Just bit 
and spat at me ‘til I told him I’d 
eat him for supper if he didn’t 
stop. 


SPOORN 
And did he? 


STARK 
He’s here isn’t he? 


Spoorn smiles approvingly. 


SPOORN 
Tough and smart, eh? The Pure 
Ones will want us to keep an eye 
on him. One! 


Stark escorts Kludd away as the next owl and owlet comes 
up. 


CUT TO: 


INT. PASSAGEWAY - NIGHT 


Dozens of owls are being led down the passageway, Soren 
looks behind him, terrified. 


SOREN 
Kludd! Kludd!!!! 


Gylfie is a few owls behind, but no sign of Kludd. 


EXT. GLAUCIDIUM FOUR - NIGHT 


Soren and the other new owlets, including Gylfie, exit a 
passageway and enter a deep, open-air box canyon filled 
with hundreds of owlets of various breeds, colors and 
sizes, most lit by the silvery light of a full moon. But 
some are at the edges, and are in the shadow caused by 
the cliff’s walls. 


All of the owlets are sleeping-- but not in the regular 
owl position. No, these owlets all have their heads up, 
beaks pointed at the full moon. It’s kind of creepy. 


Two large, adult Long Eared Owls-- both males, JUTT and 
JATT-- walk through the sleeping owlets, seemingly 
checking their posture, making sure they’re actually 
asleep, etc. They appear almost identical, and they 
sound exactly identical when they speak, made even more 
confusing because they often finish each other’s 
sentences. 

(CONTINUED ) 


+ + + * 


16. 
CONTINUED: 


DANK 
Jutt! The new orphans have 
arrived! 


Soren turns to Dank, surprised by being called an orphan. 


SOREN 
Orphans? We’re not-- 


JATT 
Quiet, you! Questions might 
fatten the imagination, but they 
starve the three tenants of St. 


Aggies! 

JUTT 
Humility! 

JATT 
Self-denial! 

JUTT 


And submission to the all-wise 
Pure Ones! 


JATT 
Questions will be punished by the 
most severe of methods! 


JUTT 
It is now time for sleep! 


GYLFIE 
But it’s night time! 


JATT 
(furious) 
Who said that? 


The owlets are all silent. Soren looks around for 
Gylfie. Then-- 


JATT (CONT'D) 
Here at St. Aegolius, you will 
sleep standing tall! Head up! 
Beak tipped to the glorious moon! 


JUTT 
It is strictly forbidden to sleep 
with your heads tucked under the 
wings, dipped toward the wings or 
the semi-twist position so many 
young owls are accustomed to. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


17. 
(2) 


JATT 
Any incorrect sleeping postures 
will be punished by methods even 
harsher than those for asking 
questions. 


JUTT 
We will be closely monitoring for 
any sleep offenses. As the moon 
makes its great journey through 
the sky, you to will move to stay 
under its glorious glow, so no 
owls will spend too much of the 
night under the shade of the 
canyon! 


JATT 
Now... Fall in! 


The newly arrives owlets all join the sleeping owlets and 
mimic their sleeping positions. Gylfie makes sure she 
ends up right next to Soren. 


GYLFIE 
(whispering, urgent) 
Hi. I’m Gylfie. 


SOREN 
I’m Soren. 


JUTT 
(to everyone) 
Now sleep! 


Soren looks at Gylfie, wanting to talk, but they both 
know they can’t. They both look up at the moon, but then 
Gylfie whispers: 


JATT 


GYLFIE 
Don’t do it. 
(urgent) 
I think they’re trying to moon- 
blink us. 
SOREN 


Moon-blink us? What’s that? 


swivels his head almost 360 degrees in their direction, 
trying to discern the source of the whispering. Not 
detecting anything, he goes about his business. 


BACK TO SOREN AND GYLFIE 


Gylfie makes sure the coast is clear before-- 


(CONTINUED ) 


18. 
CONTINUED: (3) 


GYLFIE 
(still whispering) 
Didn’t your Mum and Da tell you 
the dangers of sleeping under a 
full shine? 


Soren shakes his head. 


SOREN 
We slept in a tree. 


GYLFIE 
Well, Elf Owls like me live in the 
deserts-- there’s nothing to block 
the sky or the new moon. So we 
have to be careful at the full 
moon, so we don’t get moon- 
blinked. You can fly under full 
moon-shine, you just can’t sleep 
under it. 


SOREN 
What happens if you do? 


GYLFIE 

Something changes in your head. 
You get confused-- you don’t know 
what’s true and what’s not, what’s 
real and what’s false. Old owl 
Rocmore went crazy from too much 
full-shine. He didn’t even know 
who he was at the end, or which 
way was up or down. He died of a 
broken neck when he thought he was 
lifting off a cactus. 

(beat) 
So try to tilt your head a little, 
so the top isn’t hit directly by 
the moonshine. And whatever you 
do: don’t fall asleep! 


And then suddenly Jatt is right on top of them, leaning 
over them. Gylfie and Soren SNAP their eyes shut. Jatt 
looks at them, suspicious, but he didn’t see anything. 


JATT 
I’ve got my eyes on you two... 


He waddles away, and Gylfie and Soren keep their eyes 
closed. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
THE MOON 


As it moves across the night sky. We are-- 


19. 


EXT. GLAUCIDIUM FOUR - LATER 


And Soren and Gylfie are now in shadow, shielded by the 
position of the moon, and the walls of the cliff above 
them. 


Gylfie opens one eye, sees they’re in shade, then opens 
the other. 


GYLFIE 
(whispering) 
Soren! Soren! It’s okay... 
We’re not under the moon. We can 
sleep for a little-- 


JUTT 
Time to march! All owls begin the 
march!! 


And the owls stir awake, and all begin to march in an 
enormous circle, so new owls are shielded from the moon- 
light-- the idea is no owls spend too much time out of 
the moonlight. 


Soren and Gylfie are forced to move back out of the shade 
and into the direct moonlight. 


JATT 
Stop the march! 


And the owls do. 


JUTT 
Assume the sleep position! 
JATT 
Very good! 
JUTT 
Now SLEEP! 
GYLFIE 
(sotto) 
I can’t do it Soren... I have to 
sleep. 
SOREN 


No. Think about anything else. 
Think about flying. About soaring 
in the air... Feeling the wind 
under your wings for the very 
first time ever. 


Gylfie NODS, her spirits raised... and then resumes the 
sleep position, but her slightly fake version. 


20. 


INT. PASSAGEWAY —- DAY 


Hundreds of owls and owlets are marching down the 
passageway, lit by sunlight filtering through air-holes 
that must lead to the surface. 


The owls and owlets al have a strange vacant look to 
their eyes... like they’re shells of their former selves. 


They’ve been moon-blinked. 


Soren and Gylfie go along with the others. Soren is 
looking around, searching through all the owl faces. 


GYLFIE 
(whispering) 
Who are you looking for? 


SOREN 
My brother. We were snatched 
together... He has to be here 
somewhere... Oh Gylfie, I’m so 
tired... 

GYLFIE 
I know, me too. 


(beat) 
Why do you think they want to moon- 
blink us? 


SOREN 
I don’t know... Maybe to keep 
everyone from flying away once 
they’ve grown their flying 
feathers... 


GYLFIE 
I bet I’m still a few days away. 
Oh, Soren, I don’t know if I can 
stay awake that long. 


WIDER 


Hundreds of similarly moon-blinked owls continue down the 
passageway. 


CUT TO: 


INT. PELLETORIUM - DAY 


Another box canyon, this one is filled with various 
ledges where hundreds of owls are bobbing their heads up 
and down over thousands of pellets yarped up by owls. 
The SOUND is deafening-- all these owls PICK PICK PICK 
PICKING. They’re lit by old glass jars and bottles 
filled with lightning bugs. 

(CONTINUED ) 


21. 
CONTINUED: 


KLUMP (0.S.) 
I am Klump, and I have been 
assigned to guide you in the 
pelletorium. 


SOREN AND GYLFIE 


are on a ledge with about a dozen other owls, all already 
picking. They’re being instructed by KLUMP-- a female 
Western Screech Owl-- on the finer points of picking 
pellets. 


KLUMP (CONT’D) 
Picking is what we do here. 


From somewhere deep in the Pelletorium, we HEAR-- 


OWL’S VOICE (0.S.) 
New pellets needed in Area 10-B! 


KLUMP 
We pick through thousands of 
pellets brought to St. Aegolius 
from all over the Owl Kingdoms. 
Third degree pickers, like you, 
pick through the pellets for the 
larger objects-- pebbles, bones 
and teeth mostly. Second degree 
pickers pick for feathers and fur. 
First degree pickers pick for 
Flecks. 


Klump points to a very tiny speck that shines in a nearby 
pellet. 


KLUMP (CONT’D) 
That is a Fleck. 


Soren looks like he’s about to ask a question, but thinks 
better of it. 


KLUMP (CONT’D) 
It is not necessary for you to 
know what they do or what they 
are. Only that Flecks are the 
most precious things in all the 
universe, and the Pure Ones seek 
as Many as can be found. 


Soren and Gylfie share a look of fear and revulsion. 


ANOTHER OWL’S VOICE (0.S.) 
Area 7-C, pick up the pace! 


Two owls arrive from the passageway pulling a burlap 
sack. 
(CONTINUED) 
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One of them is Grimble, the owl that snatched Gylfie. He 
unties it, and a bunch more pellets spill out. 


KLUMP 
Now-- it’s best when beginning as 
pickers to use your beak. Your 
talons can be used to steady the 
pellet. Each object you find is 
to be placed neatly on the stone 
ledge. Now... Begin to pick! 


Klump drops down to the next ledge to give the same 
instructions to another set of new arrivals. 


Soren and Gylfie hesitate, but Klump turns her head and 
notices. 


KLUMP (CONT'D) 
Pick, pick, pick, pick! 


And they start picking... They try not to look too 
disgusted, but it’s disgusting work. 


GRIMBLE 


watches closely for a moment before exiting through the 
passageway. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


INT. PASSAGEWAY - DAY 


The owls are heading back to the Glaucidium. Soren and 
Gylfie are dragging their talons, dead tired. 


GYLFIE 

(whispering) 
I have an idea... Try to start 
with a space under the shade... 
When they make us march...just 
march in place, but don’t actually 
go anywhere... That way, the 
moonshine won’t get us. 


Soren looks at her, stunned by the idea. 
SOREN 
That’s brilliant, Gylfie. How’d 


you figure that out? 


She smiles, thrilled by his approval. Soren looks around 
again, distracted. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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23. 
CONTINUED: 


SOREN (CONT’D) 
I just wish I could find my 
brother... 


She looks at him sympathetically. 


INT. GLAUCIDIUM FOUR - NIGHT 


Soren and Gylfie are sleeping in shade, safe from the 
moon-shine. And then... 


JUTT 
Time to march! All owls begin the 
march!! 


And once again, the owls stir awake, and all begin to 
march in the circle to shift who is in shade and who is 
in moonlight... 


But Soren and Gylfie march in place. They just march and 
march and march, without going anywhere. All the owls 
around them are too moon-blinked to even notice. 


JATT 
Stop the march! 


And the owls do. 


JUTT 
Assume the sleep position! 
JATT 
Now sleep! 
Gylfie and Soren share a look-- it worked!-- and then 


they actually start to sleep... 
DISSOLVE TO: 
A PELLET BEING PICKED 


Disgusting. We are-- 


INT. PELLETORIUM - DAY 


And hundreds of owls are continuing the drudgery that is 
their day. 


Soren takes a break, and stretches out his wings... 


almost like he’s practicing flying... The Nearby Picking 
Owl pauses in what she’s doing to stare at Soren. 


(CONTINUED ) 


24. 
CONTINUED: 


SOREN 

Just, um, getting the feel of it. 
You should practice-- er, try-- 
too Gylfie. 

(to the Nearby 

Picking Owl) 
It must feel wonderful when you 
finally lift off... It’s almost 
as if I know exactly where the air 
will pouch beneath my wings. 


NEARBY PICKING OWL 
Oh yes. That feeling will pass. 
I remember when I had it as well. 
You won’t be bothered much longer 
with such feelings. 


She is almost staring through Soren, her eyes completely 
vacant. 


ANOTHER NEARBY PICKING OWL 
(to Soren) 
You are one that will welcome the 
bats when they come... 


GYLFIE 
Bats...? 
(realizing she asked 
a question) 
I mean the bats. Of course. The 
bats. 


NEARBY PICKING OWL 
Yes. For those whose longings for 
flight are not relieved by the 
power of the Moon... After they 
come, the urges... disappear... 
It is so lovely. I always sleep 
best after the bats quank. 
Tonight... 

(almost sensuous ) 

..-.-they come for my Glaucidium. 


Gylfie and Soren’s eyes widen at the thought. 


EXT. EATING AREA - NIGHT 


A hundred owls are silently eating insects. No nice meat 
for these workers. Jutt and Jatt are across the area, 
supervising. 


Soren and Gylfie eat next to each other, by the side of 
an open ledge. Soren looks up, sees something in the 
sky, and Gylfie turns her head to see what he’s looking 
at and-- 
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The night sky blackens from an ominous swarm of BATS 
coming toward St. Aggies. 


Soren and Gylfie’s eyes widen in horror. And then Gylfie 
notices-- 


GYLFIE 
What are they doing? 


Across the way, on a slightly lower ledge, a few hundred 
owls are lying down-- not perching, but lying on their 
backs, wings spread out. 


And then the bats SWARM all over them-- the SOUND of the 
hundreds of leathery wings flapping filling the air. 


CLOSER 

The bats land all around the prostrate owls... and then 
begin to crawl on top of them... they poke their bat 
faces into the feathers, finding the perfect spot, and 
then use their razor sharp teeth to make a cut, and 
begin.... drinking. 

The owls seem to be in ecstasy... 

BACK TO SOREN AND GYLFIE 


They exchange a look. 


JUTT 
<eal time is complete! 


JATT 
Time to return to Glaucidium four! 
INT. PASSAGEWAY - NIGHT 
Led by Jutt and Jatt, the owls are heading for the 
Glaucidium. But after a few moments, Soren PULLS Gylfie 
into an empty-- 
SIDE PASSAGEWAY 


Gylfie looks at Soren, confused. What’s he doing? 


SOREN 
Shhhh.... 


And after a few moments, the marching owls thin out. 


SOREN (CONT’D) 
We have to get out of here. Now. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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GYLFIE 
You mean fly? But my tail 
feathers haven’t come in all the 
way. 


SOREN 
I know-- neither have mine, but we 
can’t wait for the bats to come to 
our Glaucidium! We have to find 
the highest ledge possible, 
tonight, and just... 


GYLFIE 
What? Jump? 


Soren stares back at her. Yeah, that’s exactly what he 
means. 


INT. ANOTHER PASSAGEWAY - MOMENTS LATER 


As they quickly walk uphill, SOUNDS of talking owls from 
behind them make them hurry up to an intersection where 
several tunnels join. They hide in one of the other 
passageways. 


A beat, and several owls walk by-- Skench, Spoorn and two 
other owls we have not seen-- a Lesser Sooty and a Masked 
Owl. 


(NOTE: the last two are both Tyto owls, as is Soren, who 
is a Tyto Alba (Barn Owl). All kinds of Tyto’s have 
significantly different faces than other owls-- they’re 
more flat, more anthropomorphic. This will have some 
significance later on.) 


LESSER SOOTY 
(to Skench) 
The High Tyto was not pleased with 
the Fleck Quotas last moon. 


Skench looks worried. 


MASKED OWL 
Do not fail the High Tyto again, 
Skench. You are neither a Tyto 
nor irreplaceable. 


SKENCH 
I’m very sorry, Pure One. I 
promise you we shall do better 
next moon. 


LESSER SOOTY 
Yes, I know, or you will no longer 
be Ablah General of St. Aegolius. 
(CONTINUED) 
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27. 
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Skench gives an angry glance at Spoorn. Must be Spoorn’s 
fault. 


MASKED OWL 
And how many Tyto’s snatched since 
our last inspection? 


SPOORN 
Six, my lord. 


MASKED OWL 
Very good. Have them prepared to 
make the journey to the Shrine... 
Their voices fade as they walk further away-- 
SOREN AND GYLFIE 
exchange a worried look. Then Soren peeks out from their 
tunnel, checking to see if the coast is clear. And 


GRIMBLE is suddenly right there! 


Soren and Gylfie stare at him, terrified. But instead of 


sounding the alarm to Skench... he just stares at them. 
And then... Gylfie recognizes him. 
GYLFIE 


You’re the owl who snatched me, 
aren’t you? 


No answer. 


GYLFIE (CONT’D) 
(realizing) 
But you didn’t want to, did you? 


Grimble blinks a few times, trying to figure out how to 
respond. 


GYLFIE (CONT’D) 
Yes, questions. We’re not moon- 
blinked. And neither are you, are 
you? 


A long pause before-- 


GRIMBLE 
No, not completely... 


GYLFIE 
Then why did you do it? Why did 
you snatch me? 


Grimble looks around, worried about being seen. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: (2) 


GRIMBLE 
Not here... 


And he turns and goes deeper into the passageway Soren 
and Gylfie are hiding in. Soren and Gylfie hesitate. 
Should they trust him? He walks a few paces, senses 
they’re not following, turns expectantly... and they 
begin to follow. 


INT. ST. AEGOLIUS LIBRARY - NIGHT 


Large, with rows of leather bound books lining shelves 


carved into the rock walls. At the far end is a balcony. 


GRIMBLE 
My hatchlings were snatched just 
as I my mate and I came home from 
hunting. 


He looks at the door nervously. He wants to make sure 
they’re not discovered. 


GRIMBLE (CONT'D) 
I fought them, and killed two that 
wore Battle Claws. 


Soren and Gylfie’s eyes widen. 


GRIMBLE (CONT'D) 
Skench, the Ablah General herself, 
was on that patrol. She was so 
impressed with my fighting 
abilities, she promised to leave 
the rest of my brood alone, if I 
would join them. I had a mate, 
and three little ones... What 
could I do? She promised I could 
visit my family now and again... 
But it was a lie. I didn’t know 
about moon-blinking. I tried to 
resist, like you... but eventually 
every owl must sleep. And while 
it is taking longer for me than 
most... I am not what I once 
was... 


Soren and Gylfie look at Grimble sympathetically. And 
then-- 


SOREN 
Grimble. Can you teach us to fly? 


Grimble blinks at the question a few times before we-- 


CUT TO: 
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EXT. LIBRARY BALCONY - NIGHT 


Soren and Gylfie are at the edge of the ledge, flapping 
their wings, the deep canyons below and beyond them. 


GRIMBLE 

Deeper flap! Your wings must 
almost meet on the upstroke of the 
flap! 

(beat) 
In the sky you will feel the mass 
of air as it moves around your 
Wings... You will sense its 
speed, if it’s bumpy or smooth, 
hot or cold. And you will know 
how to shape it and use it. Wind 
always has shape. 


Gylfie stops. 


GRIMBLE (CONT'D) 
Keep on trying. There’s very 
little wind here at St. Aggies, so 
you'll have to work extra hard 
with power strokes. 


Soren stops as well, watching as Grimble demonstrates. 


GRIMBLE (CONT'D) 
Now your downstroke is your most 
powerful. On your upstroke, you 
want the air to flow more easily. 
That’s why we have these feathers 
with slots, tip slots at the end 
of our wings. Observe... 


And Grimble lifts his head, presses forward, lifts his 
wings, and he’s airborne for a moment. 


GRIMBLE (CONT'D) 
Now try again... 


They do so. 


GRIMBLE (CONT'D) 
Good. Better! You’ll do just-- 


SPOORN (0.S.) 
Grimble? 


Everyone turns. Skench and Spoorn are standing at the 
entrance, confused by what they see-- 


And then Skench realizes what’s happening, and her eyes 
narrow in fury. She lets out a terrifying SCREECH and 
CHARGES them as-- 

(CONTINUED ) 
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GRIMBLE 
turns to Soren and Gylfie. 


GRIMBLE 
Go! Now! Fly! Fly!!! 


And then he’s back in the thick of the fight. 
WIDER 
and Grimble charges both Skench and Spoorn as-- 
SOREN AND GYLFIE 
watch in horror as-- 
ACROSS THE LIBRARY 
Grimble attacks both Skench and Spoorn, keeping them from 
the owlets. He bites, claws, whatever it takes to keep 
them from the owlets. 
GRIMBLE (CONT'D) 
(to Soren and Gylfie) 
Flap your wings! For Glaux’s 


sake-- FLAP!! 


Grimble is a ferocious fighter. Feathers FLY into the 
air-- Claws TEAR into wings-- And then Spoorn is down! 


Grimble TEARS into Skench’s wing with his beak-- she 
SHRIEKS, pulls away, and then attacks right back, 
ignoring the bleeding wound as-- 


SOREN AND GYLFIE 


start to pump their wings. Hard. Harder. Even 
harder... and they get lift off! 


WIDER 
And now Spoorn is back on his feet (er, talons), and is 
joining in the attack on Grimble. He’s starting to have 
a hard time against both of them 
GRIMBLE (CONT'D) 
Go!! 
EXT. THE LIBRARY -— CONTINUOUS 


And Soren and Gylfie start to fly off the ledge and into-- 


(CONTINUED ) 
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THE AIR 


--and they both DROP... and drop... and drop, trying 
desperately to fly, but not sure how. They SCREAM!!! 


GYLFIE 
Soren! 


The ground is getting closer... And then, at the bottom 
of the canyon-- they SWOOP up! They hover a bit-- not 
really flying yet. 


SOREN 
Power strokes! 


They both start to flap harder to keep from falling. 
Soren starts to ascend. 


SOREN (CONT’D) 
Harder-- there’s a warm current up 
here! It’1l help with your lift! 


Gylfie flaps extra hard, and also starts to gain 
altitude. She looks up at the ledge-- Grimble’s there, 
desperately fighting Skench. 


Gylfie looks like she’s going to try to fly for the 
ledge. 


GRIMBLE 
Go!! Go!!! Power strokes! 
Power--— 


And then Skench SHRIEKS in a rage, interrupting Grimble, 
and goes for his throat as-- 


SOREN 
Come on! Gylfie!! We have to go! 
Hurry! 


He turns and starts to fly away. Gylfie hesitates, but 
then follows. 


EXT. THE LIBRARY LEDGE - SAME TIME 


Skench rushes to the ledge, the bodies of Grimble and 
Spoorn behind her. She spots Soren and Gylfie, raises 
her wings to follow them, but then SHRIEKS in pain-- she 
can’t fly with the wound Grimble gave her. 


EXT. THE AIR ABOVE ST. AEGOLIUS - NIGHT 
Soren and Gylfie fly higher and farther away from the 


canyons of St. Aegolius. 
(CONTINUED) 
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Gylfie slows, turns her head back. 


SOREN 
Don’t look back! 


GYLFIE 
I think-- I think Grimble’s dead. 


Soren knows. But he flies on... 


DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. THE AIR —- LATER 


They’re over different topography. Now they’re over a 
green forest. And-- 


GYLFIE 


is beginning to look a bit tired. 


GYLFIE 
Soren? Soren! Any idea how we 
land? 

SOREN 
Land??? 


(thinks ) 
I-- I don’t know-- maybe we should 
look for a nice treetop, and, umm, 
just sort of..% 

(doesn’t really know) 
We'll just figure it out! Come 
on! 


And he dives towards some tree-tops. 
GYLFIE 
hesitates, then follows. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. A TREE - NIGHT 


Soren lands on a branch-- a bit awkwardly, but he 
recovers quickly. 


SOREN 
Did you feel that updraft? We 
were really doing it Gylfie! 
Gylfie? 


A beat, and then we HEAR above him a slight CRASH and an-- 
(CONTINUED ) 
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33. 
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GYLFIE (0.S.) 
Aiyeee! 


SOREN 
(looking up) 
Gylfie?! Gylfie!! Are you 
alright? 


GYLFIE (0.S.) 
I think so-- I’m... I’m... 


Worried, Soren moves closer to her voice. 


SOREN 
You’re what? 


GYLFIE (0.S.) 
(embarrassed, almost 
a whisper ) 

I’m upside down...! 


Soren looks up, and sure enough, there’s Gylfie, hanging 
by her talons upside down. Soren stifles a smile. 


SOREN 
What are you going to do now? 


GYLFIE 
Well... 
(trying to sound 
dignified) 
I’m going to think about it. 


SOREN 
Can you do that hanging upside 
down? 


Gylfie shoots him an angry look. 


GYLFIE 
Of course I can! What do you 
think-- my brains are going to 
fall out of my head? Really, 
Soren, sometimes you-- 


TWILIGHT (0O.S.) 
If I were you, little owl, I'd 
just let go. 


Gylfie and Soren freeze as we HEAR a rustling from above, 
and then the branch Soren is on SHAKES as an enormous, 
male, silvery grey owl lands a few feet away from him. 
This is TWILIGHT, a young Great Grey. 


Soren’s eyes widen at the sight of Twilight, who’s over 
twice his own size. 
(CONTINUED ) 
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TWILIGHT (CONT'D) 
After you let go, you flap your 
wings up quickly, do an upstroke, 
hold it for a count of three. 
That’1l put you right side up, and 
then you just... 

(smiles ) 

..-glide right down. 


SOREN 
Easy for you to say, you’re so 
big. 

TWILIGHT 


I am big-- right you are! But I 
am delicate and beautiful. I can 
float! I can skim! 


Twilight takes to the air, and starts to do all sorts of 
aerial acrobats. 


TWILIGHT (CONT'D) 
Flutter like a hummingbird, 
Dive like an eagle, 
Ain’t no bird that is my equal! 


Soren shares a look of disbelief with Gylfie as Twilight 
lands. 


TWILIGHT (CONT'D) 
Hey, when you got it, show it! 
And when you don’t, you usually 
don’t know it. 
(to Gylfie) 
So? You going to land right-side 
up, or what? 


Soren looks up at Gylfie expectantly, and after a moment 
of confidence boosting, she DROPS, rapidly flaps her 
wings, does an upstroke, and glides right down to them, 
her talons grasping the branch Soren and Twilight are on. 


SOREN 
Perfect! 
Gylfie beams. 
TWILIGHT 
See? Nothing to it! ‘Course, I 


didn’t have anyone to coach me-- 
had to figure it out on my own. 


SOREN 
Why’s that? 
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TWILIGHT 
‘Cause I’m an orphan. Plucked up 
by a St. Aggies patrol when I was 
just a hatchling-- 


Soren and Gylfie share a look. 


TWILIGHT (CONT'D) 

--but I bit my snatcher’s second 
talon clean off! Dropped me like 
a hot coal, and I fell right into 
an old nest! 

(smiles ) 
They never came back for me again, 
I can tell you that. 

(puffs up) 
Word went out, I s’pose... 


35. 


He struts to the end of the branch, his feathers still 


puffed up. 


SOREN 
We were snatched by a St. Aggies 
patrol, too. 


TWILIGHT 
No! Really? Well... I guess we 
have something in common! 


(beat) 
Name’s Twilight. 


SOREN 
I’m Soren, and this is Gylfie. 


GYLFIE 
Please to make your acquaintance, 
I’m sure. 


Twilight looks at her, confused by the word 
“acquaintance”. 


SOREN 
Twilight... Do you know where we 
are, exactly? I mean, I-- I need 
to get back to my family. In 
Tyto. 
(looks around) 
But I have no idea where we are. 


TWILIGHT 
Tyto? I can take you there. It’s 
on my way! 


GYLFIE 
To where? 


(CONTINUED ) 
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36. 
CONTINUED: (4) 


Twilight suddenly quiets... Then-- 
TWILIGHT 
(mysterious ) 


To where I’m going. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. THE AIR OVER TYTO - NIGHT 


Twilight is leading Soren and Gylfie over a forest filled 
with fir trees. 


SOREN 
There! Over there! That’s my 
tree! 


And Soren turns and speeds up, excited. 


INT. SOREN’S HOLLOW - NIGHT 


It’s empty. Completely deserted. Soren looks around, 
shocked. But it’s a mess-- something bad happened here. 


WIDER 
We see Gylfie landing on the branch just outside the 


hollow entrance. She hops inside, looks around, and 
frowns when she sees that the hollow is deserted. 


TWILIGHT (0O.S.) 
Soren? Gylfie?? 


Twilight has landed as well, but he’s too big to fit into 
the entrance to the hollow-- 


TWILIGHT (CONT'D) 
I-- I can’t get in. 


He just peeks through. But he becomes quiet when he sees 
the expression of devastation on Soren’s face. 


MRS. PLITHIVER (0O.S.) 
Soren? Is that-—- 


And then Twilight’s head ZIPS down, and then back up-- 
now with a small green snake in his mouth: Mrs. 
Plithiver. 


MRS. PLITHIVER (CONT'D) 
Ach! Help! Soren! 


(CONTINUED ) 
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Soren’s eyes widen as he sees Mrs. Plithiver in 
Twilight’s beak. He rushes to the entrance of 
hollow. 


SOREN 
No!!!! Twilight! That’s Mrs. P! 
Put her down! 
TWILIGHT 
(mouth full) 
Mrs. P? 
SOREN 


Put her down! 


37. 


the 


Confused, Twilight drops Mrs. Plithiver, but holds on to 


her in his talons. 


TWILIGHT 
What’s a Mrs. P? Are they 
poisonous? 


Soren hops out of the hollow-- 


EXT. THE BRANCH OUTSIDE THE HOLLOW —- CONTINUOUS 


--and onto the same branch as Twilight and Mrs. 
Plithiver. 


SOREN 
No, no. Let go of her-- she’s our 
nurse-maid! 


TWILIGHT 
Nurse-maid? You mean you don’t 
eat snakes? 


SOREN 
No, of course not! 
(to Mrs. Plithiver) 
Are you alright, Mrs. P? 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
I-- I think so, Soren... 


Twilight turns to Gylfie, who has followed Soren outside. 


TWILIGHT 
(to Gylfie) 
Don’t eat snakes? What owl 
doesn’t eat snakes? 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
(collecting herself) 
Oh, heavens-- thank you. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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SOREN 
Where are Mum and Da?! And 
Eglantine?! Kludd and I were-- 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
Don’t mention that owl’s name to 
me! Soren-- he shoved you off 
this very branch! Purposefully! 


SOREN 
(confused) 
Kludd? No, he would never do 
something like that. He’s my 
brother. 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
I was over at Hilda’s getting 
milkberries-- and I saw the whole 
thing from their front branch. 
After he shoved you, you 
accidently tripped him. And 
served him right, if you ask me. 
I shouted down to you-- but it was 
too far. 


Soren shakes his head, not believing. 


SOREN 
No... You must have seen it 
wrong. He tripped... 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
Your parents searched for you when 
they came home, but... 


SOREN 
Where are they? Mum and Da? And 
Eglantine!? 


Mrs. Plithiver hesitates, not wanting to say. 


Gylfie has 


MRS. PLITHIVER 


(dark) 
Kludd came back... not long ago. 
SOREN 
(shocked) 
Tonight? 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
And he wasn’t alone. There were 
others... Wearing helmets. And 
Battle Claws. 


38. 


joined them on the branch. Mrs. Plithiver 
notices her, but continues on with her story. 


(CONTINUED ) 


+ + + 


+ 


39. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


MRS. PLITHIVER (CONT'D) 
(quiet) 
They took her... 


SOREN 
But Mum and Da... 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
They were out hunting. They came 
home just when the others got 
here. But there were just too 
many of them, and they were 
armed... Soren-- your Mum and Da, 
they... 


She trails off. 


MRS. PLITHIVER (CONT'D) 
I managed to escape down a hole in 
all the confusion. 


SOREN 
You mean they’re... dead? 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
I-- I can’t be sure, dear, I-- I 
was already in the hole, when 
whatever happened... happened... 
but... 


She trails off as Soren tries to keep his composure. 


SOREN 
(hopeful) 
And Eglantine? 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
She may have been snatched by 
Kludd and his friends-- or she may 
have fallen out of the hollow, I 
just don’t know. The hollow was 
empty when I came out of the hole. 


Soren stares at Mrs. Plithiver, hoping for her to add 
something, to change her story somehow. But she doesn’t. 
Soren turns to his friends-- who don’t know what to say. 
Numb, scared, and alone, he walks to the end of the 
branch, and looks into the dark forest. 


Gylfie slowly walks up next to him. Soren doesn’t turn, 
but just looks into the forest. 


SOREN 
I have to find them. Eglantine 
and Kludd. 

(MORE) 


(CONTINUED ) 


+ + + * 


CONTINUED: (3) 
SOREN (CONT’D) 
(turns to Gylfie) 
They have to be... somewhere... 


But where? Gylfie doesn’t know what to say. 


TWILIGHT 
The Guardians can help you. 


They both turn to Twilight. 


TWILIGHT (CONT’D) 
The Guardians of Ga’Hoole. 


GYLFIE 
But Twilight, they’re not real... 


TWILIGHT 

Not re--? Of course they are! As 
real as anything! And their oath 
is to speak no words but true 
ones, make strong the weak, 
mend the broken, vanquish the 
proud... 

(beat) 
That’s where I’ve been heading! 
And you heard your snake friend. 
These owls had Battle Claws! You 
think you can do anything against 
that? No, only the Guardians can! 


Soren blinks at Twilight, unsure. 


GYLFIE 
So you know how to get there? 


Twilight’s almost offended by the question. 
TWILIGHT 
To Ga'Hoole? 


(beat) 
You know how to fly? 


EXT. THE AIR - LATER IN THE NIGHT 


40. 


CUT TO: 


The three owls are flying above a forest bifurcated by a 


wide river, Mrs. Plithiver on Soren’s back. 


TWILIGHT 
We just have to follow the river 
Hoole all the way to the Sea of 
Hoolemere! 

(MORE) 


(CONTINUED ) 
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4l. 
CONTINUED: 
TWILIGHT (CONT’D) 
Fly right smack into the middle of 
the Sea, and bam, there’s the 
Island of Ga’Hoole, right in front 


of you! 
GYLFIE 
But isn’t the island invisible? 
TWILIGHT 
Invisible? 
GYLFIE 


That’s what my mum always told me. 
That the Hoolemere Sea is wrapped 
in fog and the island is covered 
in an impenetrable mist. 

TWILIGHT 
That’s not invisible, that’s just 
bad weather! 


Gylfie doesn’t look so convinced. But Mrs. Plithiver, on 
Soren’s back, is thrilled to be in the air. 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
Oh, Soren! The yonder! I’m in 
the yonder! Isn’t it just 
glorious?! 


Soren lets the smallest of smiles grow on his face, happy 
to have Mrs. P. back in his life. 


WIDER 


And they all fly toward a full moon, the River Hoole 
shimmering below them. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. THE AIR - A DIFFERENT NIGHT 
Now they fly over a desert, the moon beginning to wane. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. THE AIR - YET A DIFFERENT NIGHT 


Once again, they fly over forest, the river below. It’s 
raining. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


+ + + 4 


+ 


+ + 


EXT. THE AIR - YET A DIFFERENT NIGHT 


42. 


Now they’re over gentle hills, the moon just a half- 


crescent. 


EXT. THE AIR ABOVE THE RIVER HOOLE —- DAWN 


DISSOLVE TO: 


Up ahead, the river snakes it’s way toward more 
mountainous terrain with very jagged, sharp peaks. 


TWILIGHT 
We're entering the Beaks! 
SOREN 
The Beaks? 
TWILIGHT 


Not many forests-- mostly 
mountains and valleys. Lots of 
currents, tough flying. But 
then... we come to the Sea! 


GYLFIE 
And then what? 


TWILIGHT 
Well, you know, we fly. To the 
middle of it! 


SOREN 
How do you know when we’re in the 
middle of it? I mean there’s no 
landmarks, right? It’s just 
water! 


Twilight looks uncomfortable. 


GYLFIE 
You don’t know how to get there, 
do you? Do you?! 


Twilight doesn’t make eye contact. 


GYLFIE (CONT'D) 
So what were you going to do if we 
were in the middle of the ocean 
and had no place to land and there 
was no Island of Ga’Hoole?? 


SOREN 
I see something! 


(CONTINUED ) 


+ + + 


+ 


+ + + * + 


+ + 


CONTINUED: 


TWILIGHT 
(perks up) 
Waves? 
SOREN 
No! It’s whitish... greyish... 


43. 


We just start to see a thin plume of smoke emanating from 
some unseen source in the distance. 


TWILIGHT 
What in Glaux’s name is “ish”? 


SOREN 
It means it’s not exactly white, 
and it’s not exactly grey. 


GYLFIE 
(looks more) 
I think-- it’s smoke! 


TWILIGHT 
Can’t be a very big fire, not 
enough trees in the Beaks! 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
Soren-- I’m not sure it’s such a 
good idea to keep flying with all 
this light! We don’t want to get 
mobbed. 


SOREN 
Mobbed? 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
You know, crows! 


TWILIGHT 
We'll be fine! Let’s just check 
out the smoke first! 


EXT. FOREST FLOOR —- DAY 


The owls have landed near a cave beneath a stone 


outcropping. They’re looking around, curious, noticing 


CUT TO: 


the scattering of glowing coals and charred wood all 


around. 


A heavy smoke comes from inside the cave. 


It’s all very quiet and eerie. 


TWILIGHT 
This is not right... Caves don’t 
catch fire. 


(CONTINUED ) 


+ 


+ + + HF 


44, 
CONTINUED: 


And then Gylfie sees something GLINT in the ash just 
inside the cave-- 


GYLFIE 
Battle Claws! 


She hurries-—- 


INT. THE MOUTH OF THE CAVE —- CONTINUOUS 


--over to the glint, and Soren and Twilight follow right 
behind her. They look down at the Claws, unsure what 
their presence means. And then they hear a low MOAN from 
deeper within the cave, followed by-- 


BURROWING OWL 
Get... out... Get out...! 


They freeze, but then we HEAR a low GRRRRROWL from 
somewhere else.... They quickly turn, and the entrance 
to the cave is blocked by a-- 


TWILIGHT 
Bobcat! ! 


The bobcat LEAPS for them as the owls instantly take to 
the air-- but the cave isn’t more than six or seven feet 
high, so they can’t get away. The Bobcat JUMPS up-- 
claws SWIPING the air-- the three owls darting this way 
and that-- 


And then, without thinking, Soren dips down and GRABS a 
still-burning coal with his beak, rises back up, and 
DROPS it on the Bobcat. It lands right on the Bobcat’s 
eye and the Bobcat SHRIEKS in agony and DARTS out of the 
cave. 


The Bobcat SHRIEKS in agony, and RUNS out of the cave. 
Twilight immediately drops down, grabs a Battle Claw with 
his right talon, and flies-- 


EXT. MOUTH OF THE CAVE -— CONTINUOUS 


--outside, right for the Bobcat, who is on his back 
writhing and shrieking in pain, his eye destroyed. 


Soren is right behind Twilight, and Soren sinks his own 
talons into the Bobcat’s flank as Twilight uses the 
Battle Claw to slice at the Bobcat’s throat, and the 
Bobcat instantly dies. 


The two owls are surprised by what they did. They 
land... stare at the corpse. 


(CONTINUED ) 


+ 
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45. 


CONTINUED: 
SOREN 
Was he after the Battle Claws? 
TWILIGHT 
Why would a Bobcat need Battle 


Claws? 
Mrs. Plithiver exits the cave. 
MRS. PLITHIVER 
It didn’t. It wanted something 


else. 


Soren looks at her, confused. 


INT. DEEPER IN THE CAVE - MOMENTS LATER 


A mass of brown feathers are near a a shallow pit that’s 
filled with glowing embers-- it’s a forge, and tools are 
around, as well as pieces of unfinished Battle Claws. 


A Burrowing Owl, bloodstained, lies in a twisted heap, 
dying, surrounded by Soren, Gylfie, Twilight, and Mrs. 
Plithiver. 


BURROWING OWL 
The... cat only... came after... 
They... 


He doesn’t finish. 


GYLFIE 
They... what, sir? 
No response. 
SOREN 


“They” wanted your Battle Claws, 
didn’t they? 


The Burrowing Owl NODS ever so slightly. 


SOREN (CONT'D) 
Who are “they”? St. Aggies? 


The Barred Owl struggles to SHAKE his head. 


BURROWING OWL 
You... only wish. 


And he dies. Gylfie turns to Soren. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


A beat. 


GYLFIE 
“You only wish”? Does he mean 
there’s something worse than St. 
Aggies? 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
I don’t know, but we have to leave 
before that bobcat decides to come 
back. 


GYLFIE 
But we can’t just leave him here 
like this... For the cat. 


46. 


Soren looks around, noticing the fire pit, the ash- 
blackened walls. 


SOREN 
I think we should burn his body. 
I think that’s what he would have 
wanted... 


They all turn to Soren, knowing he’s right. 


EXT. THE AIR ABOVE THE CAVE - DAY 


CUT TO: 


The three owls-- and Mrs. Plithiver on Soren’s back-- fly 
out of the cave and into the air, their faces grim as a 


thin plume 


And sure enough, they’re almost on top of it. 


of smoke exits the cave. 


GYLFIE 
Twilight! We have to find a 


hollow for the day and figure out-- 


TWILIGHT 
The sea! 


was on a rocky cliff near the seashore. 


Twilight speeds up. 


GYLFIE 
Twilight! 


Gylfie follows with a grimace as- 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
Soren. I really think we should 
find a hollow before-- 


The cave 


(CONTINUED ) 
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47. 
CONTINUED: 


TWILIGHT 
Crow to winward!! 


And suddenly, the sky goes dark as a SWARM of black CROWS 
attacks from everywhere. 


GYLFIE 
We're being mobbed!!! 


TWILIGHT 
Scatter! Scatter and loop!! 


The owls SCATTER and begin to do loops, flying under the 
attacking crows. 


GYLFIE 


zips through the air, everywhere at once, in between the 
FLAPPING of black wings. 


SOREN 


loops, and then is under a crow. He JABS at the crow’s 
underside, and the crow has to close it’s wings in 
defense, causing it to DROP far below the owls. 


SOREN 
Get ‘em under their wings! 


WIDER 


Twilight does the same thing-- so does Gylfie. Several 
more crows drop. 


SOREN AND MRS. PLITHIVER 


A crow is right behind them, beak ready to poke! She 
swings her head behind them. 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
Soren! I smell one behind us! 
Off your winward tail feathers!! 


Soren tries to manoeuver away, but the crow stays right 
on his tail. 


MRS. PLITHIVER (CONT’D) 
Scum of the sky! Curse of the 
earth! Riffraff of the yonder!! 


The crow is so shocked by the sight of a screaming, blind 
snake on the back of an owl, that he brakes mid-flight, 
his beak open, his wings folding up. And that last bit 
causes him to FALL. 


(CONTINUED ) 


+ + + 


48. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


Soren turns behind him, seeing the crow plummeting to the 
sea. 


SOREN 
He yeeped! 


WIDER 


And the owls fly as fast and as hard as they can, the 
crows still everywhere. 


GYLFIE 
There’s too many of them! 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
Soren-- they’re land birds! They 
won’t fly over water! 


SOREN 
(to the others) 
Head out to sea! Hurry!! MHurry!! 
They push even harder, heading deeper out to sea... And 


with each moment, fewer and fewer crows follow them... 
And soon... 


SOREN (CONT'D) 
I think they’re all gone! 


And sure enough, there’s no crows anywhere. 
GYLFIE 


We should head over to that shore 
over there! 


SOREN 
No... 
GYLFIE 
What?? 
SOREN 
I’m going to Ga’Hoole... I’m 


going to find my sister... 
Twilight smiles as Soren swings in next to him... 
Gylfie sighs... 
GYLFIE 


Are you sure about this, Soren. 
What if it’s not real? 


(CONTINUED ) 


+ 


+ 


49, 
CONTINUED: (3) 


SOREN 
(determined) 
It’s real. And we’re going to 


find it... 


DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. THE ATR ABOVE THE OCEAN - DAY 

The owls continue flying, now in the day. 

A storm is forming in the distance. Soren looks to 
Twilight, who glances back at him, but then Twilight 
carries on a little more forcefully toward the clouds as 
we-- 


DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. THE AIR ABOVE THE OCEAN - LATER 

And it’s a full-on storm, the air filled with a hard, 
cold rain. But the owls press on, struggling against the 
wind. But it’s clear they’re getting tired. 


Very tired... 


CUT TO: 


EXT. THE AIR ABOVE THE OCEAN —- MORNING 


The storm has worsened, the rain turning into sleet and 
hail. They’re all exhausted, Gylfie the most. She 
struggles, her wound aching. 


She drops ever so slightly, loses her rhythm, but 
Twilight SWEEPS in front of her. 


TWILIGHT 
(over the storm) 
Fly in my wake!! 


Gylfie does, but Twilight is also exhausted, and it only 
helps a little. 


SOREN 
(to Twilight) 
Her wings... have started to ice! 
Ours... will too! We have... to 


fly... lower! MTwilight!! 


TWILIGHT 
No! The current’s too strong down 
there! We have... to go on! 


(MORE ) (CONTINUED ) 
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50. 


CONTINUED: 
TWILIGHT (CONT'D) 
We have to... find the island! 
It’s the... only... chance! 


Soren’s eyes dart around, trying to locate the Island of 
Ga’Hoole, or some sort of land, hoping against hope. 


Gylfie struggles forward, but it doesn’t look good. She 
looks at Soren, desperate. 


SOREN 
Keep... flying... 


She tries, struggling... 
GYLFIE 
L. Gan’ tp Soreness <i. e. Us 


can’t... 


SOREN 
Keep... flying! 


Mrs. Plithiver senses something-- 
MRS. PLITHIVER 

Soren! Something’s wrong! The 

rhythm of your wings is off! 
Soren realizes she’s right-- he checks, and his own wings 
are starting to get icy as well. He starts to struggle 
much like Gylfie. 
And the same begins to happen to Twilight... 


GYLFIE 
I’m sorry... 


And then Gylfie suddenly DROPS-- not quite a yeep, but 
she just has to go lower... 


SOREN 
Gylfie!!!! 


LOWER ALTITUDE 


And Gylfie is tossed and turned by the powerful winds, 
quickly becoming nothing but a ball of feathers... 


HIGHER UP 
And then... 
SOREN (CONT’D) 
Mrs.... P... Hold... on.... My 


Wings... 


Soren drops as well, and is taken up by the winds too. 
(CONTINUED ) 


51. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


And then Twilight sees his friends are gone. He gives 
up, unable to fly any further either. 


LOWER ALTITUDE 


All three owls are tossed and turned by the wind-- it’s 
so powerful though, it keeps them all aloft, if 
scattering. They sperate further and further from each 
other... 


And just as all seems lost... 
Soren TWISTS his neck. Did he just hear something? 


And, as if in a dream, the SOUNDS of the storm FADE, and 
we HEAR only the quiet, gentle SOUNDS of flapping 


wings... 
And then we see WHITE WINGS come into frame... perfect, 


beautiful, almost angelic, powerful wings beating into 
the storm... 


WIDER 


As several Owls emerge from the dark storm, they 
wordlessly move in front of Soren and Gylfie and 
Twilight, creating an updraft for them. 


They each look at their rescuers in wonderment, as they 
struggle to keep flying. 


The owl nearest Soren, a big white Snowy Owl, looks over 
at him. 


SNOWY OWL 
Follow us... 


Soren NODS, amazed, and flies onward, his strength 
renewed. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. DEEPER IN THE STORM —- DUSK 


And the Snowy Owls lead the owls out of the storm clouds 
and into a clear sky turning orange from a setting sun... 
revealing, in the distance: 


THE ISLAND OF GA’HOOLE 


Lit in the golden glow of late afternoon sunlight, the 
massive, two year old oak tree is beautiful... holy... 
its many thousand twisting branches covered in leaves, 
some of them just beginning to turn orange for fall. 


(CONTINUED ) 


52. 
CONTINUED: 


This extraordinary tree dominates the island-- which is a 
rocky, volcanic plug not much larger then the root system 
of the tree itself. There are several waterfalls, a 
lagoon, and several islets. It looks like... paradise. 


Owls flutter from here to there, running errands, flying 
from one branch to the next... 


And as the Snowy Owls continue to lead the others toward 
the tree, they arc right, circling the tree. 


SOREN 
(to Mrs. Plithiver) 
We’re here Mrs. P. We’re here! 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
I know, Soren. I can feel it! 


The Snowy Owls lead them to-- 
THE TRUNK 


--where Horned Owls hold moss curtains apart with their 
beaks, behind which is the main opening to a large 
hollow. The Snowy Owls go past the curtains and enter 
the hollow, followed by Soren and his friends. 


INT. THE GREAT HOLLOW - CONTINUOUS 


It’s enormous, more of a Great Hall than a hollow, lit by 
dozens of candles. Every species of owl imaginable 
hurries this way and that. 


SNOWY OWL 
Welcome. Welcome to the Great 
Tree of Ga’Hoole! 


DISSOLVE TO: 


INT. PARLIAMENT HOLLOW - NIGHT 


A very large, tall hollow, lit by many candles and 
candelabras. In the center is a white birch tree branch 
that’s bent in a half circle. A dozen owls or so are 
perched on it, including: BORON and BARRAN-- the king and 
queen of Ga’Hoole-- as well as STRIX STRUMA, an older 
female Spotty, BUBO, a Great Horned, ELVANRYB a Great 
Gray like Twilight, and a Burrowing Owl named SPEO. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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53. 
CONTINUED: 


And then there is EZYLRYB; an ancient, crusty male 
Whiskered Screech (grey and black, with large feathery 
tufts around his ears) with a bad case of feather fletch 
(sort of like dandruff), sitting at the far end of the 
perch. One of his eyes seems stuck in a perpetual 
squint. 


Soren is stands on a small perch across from them, mid- 
story. Gylfie, Twilight and Mrs. Plithiver are just 
below him, listening. 


SOREN 
..-Grimble’s sacrifice made our 
escape possible. After that we 
met Twilight, and he took us back 
to my hollow in Tyto... My 
parents... 


Ezylryb is intently staring at Soren, and every once in a 
while Soren will hesitate, look at Ezylryb, then 
continue, slightly unnerved. 


SOREN (CONT’D) 
My parents weren’t there. They, 
they were probably killed by a St. 
Aggies patrol, and my sister 
snatched. 


GYLFIE 

(whispering to 

Twilight, re: 

Ezylryb) 
Good Glaux. I’ve never seen a 
more disreputable looking owl in 
my life. Look at his talons. Or 
lack of. 


Twilight does so, and we notice one of Ezylryb’s talons 
is deformed-- it’s missing a claw. 


SOREN 
And so, we came here. To ask for 
your help. 
The owls stare at him for a beat, then-- 
BORON 
And do you know where this St. 
Aegolius is located? 


Soren turns to the others. They just blink at him. 


SOREN 
Well... It’s-- it’s to the 
sunrise side of Tyto, in a deep 


Canyon... 
(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


A beat as the Parliament waits for more. 


(2) 


doesn’t elaborate. 


STRIX STRUMA 
Anything more... specific? 


SOREN 
I’m sorry, we were just lucky to 
get away-- we didn’t-- we didn’t 
really pay much attention to where 
we actually were until we met 
Twilight... 


Strix Struma frowns. 


Boron NODS 


STRIX STRUMA 
I can send two scouting parties 
before first light. But it could 
take moons to find if it’s well 
hidden... 


to her, then-- 

SOREN 
I... I want to go too, sir, it’s 
my family. 


The older owls all turn to Soren, surprised. 


BORON 
I’m sure you do. But you are as 
yet untrained for such a task. 
Indeed, you might not even be 
selected for a Tracking Chaw. 


SOREN 
“Chaw”? 


BORON 

Yes. Here at Ga’Hoole new 
arrivals are put into classes to 
discover their natural talents, 
and then tapped to join a chaw-- a 
squad of sorts led by one of our 
rybs-- 

(he indicates the 

others on the white 

perch) 
--for the greater good of our Tree 
and our Oath. Navigation, Search- 
and-Rescue, Weather 
Interpretation, Healing, all 
these-- and more-- are the 
possible chaws each of you may 
soon find yourself in. 


54. 


But Soren 


(CONTINUED ) 
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55. 
CONTINUED: (3) 


Twilight does not like the sound of this... 


SOREN 
“Rach”? You mean... We won’t all 
be in the same chaw? 


BORON 
I’m afraid that’s very unlikely. 
We don’t all have the same 
abilities, do we? 


Soren frowns as Twilight sort of clears his throat, 
trying to get attention. 


TWILIGHT 
Um, excuse me. I was just 
wondering... When do we get our 
Battle Claws? 


BORON 
Battle Claws? Nobility is not 
only found in the flashing of 
Battle Claws or flying through the 
embered wakes of firestorms. Or 
even in mending the broken, 
vanquishing the proud, or making 
powerless those who abuse the 
frail; 


Ezylryb studies Soren deeply for his reaction at this 
point. 


BORON (CONT'D) 
No. It is also found in the most 
resolute of hearts, the deepest of 
minds... and the strongest of 
gizzards. 


BORON (CONT’D) 
And so, my young friends, one 


great journey has ended... but an 
even greater one is just 
beginning. 


INT. PARLIAMENT ANTEROOM - MOMENTS LATER 


Soren, Gylfie, Twilight and Mrs. Plithiver exit the 
Parliament. 


TWILIGHT 
Soren-- I don’t think they 
understand the first thing about 
what they’re facing. We should 
all be grabbing some Battle Claws 
and heading-- 
(CONTINUED ) 
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56. 
CONTINUED: 


OTULISSA 
Oh! Sorry I’m late! 


They turn to see a young Spotted Owl named OTULISSA 
quickly approaching them. 


OTULISSA (CONT'D) 
I’m Otulissa, and I’m supposed to 
take you to your hollow, but I was 
in the library reading up on Strix 
Esmerelda. 


And without waiting for a response, she turns and starts 
going through a passageway. 


OTULISSA (CONT'D) 
She was an ancestor of mine, by 
the way... 


The others follow her into-- 


INT. PASSAGEWAY - CONTINUOUS 
--where they pass an owl or two. 


OTULISSA 
Truly one of the great map-makers 
of the last 200 hundred years. 


Anyway-- 


Gylfie stares at a candle in a wall sconce. Otulissa 
pauses. 


OTULISSA (CONT'D) 
(condescending) 
You don’t have candles where you 
come from, do you? 


GYLFIE 
Um, no. 

OTULISSA 
Most don’t. We’ve had them at the 
Great Tree for... well, forever. 


Who knows, maybe you’1l end up in 
the Colliering Chaw. 


She continues walking. 


SOREN 
In the what? 


And she leads them outside to-- 


+ + + 


Db 


EXT. A LOWER BRANCH - CONTINUOUS 
--and she walks to the end of the branch. 


OTULISSA 
Colliering. A collier is a 
carrier of coals. That’s how we 
get our fires, and so it’s a very 
important chaw, even if it’s led 
by Ezylryb. 


SOREN 
Who? 


OTULISSA 

Ezylryb! He’s the worst. With 
his beady little eyes and his half 
talon... 

(she shivers at the 

thought) 
He teaches Weather Interpretation 
as well, and everyone’s simply 
terrified of him. Terrified. 


And she takes to the air. Mrs. Plithiver slides onto 
Soren’s back, and they all follow her-- 


EXT. THE TREE OF GA’HOOLE - CONTINUOUS 


--into the air. Otulissa leads them toward a higher 
branch. 


OTULISSA 
First class is Strix Struma’s 
Navigation tomorrow night. 
(smug) 
That’s why I was reading up on my 
maps. 


She alights on a branch 3/4 of the way to the top of the 
tree. 


OTULISSA (CONT'D) 
I recommend the same for you if 
you want to be tapped for 
Navigation. And as I said, Strix 
Esmerelda is really the best. 
Anyway, here you are. Well-- See 
you in class! 


And she flies away. A beat. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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58. 
CONTINUED: 


GYLFIE 
Did you see how she looked down at 
me when I asked about the candle? 
Did you? 


And they enter-- 


INT. HOLLOW -— CONTINUOUS 


--which is large enough for Twilight and a few other 
owls. 


GYLFIE 
She might think she’s all hoity- 
toity, but I bet she makes 
tasteless stature jokes all the 
EAMES as 


And then they notice another owl, DIGGER is fluffing up 
his sleeping area with a bit of down. 


TWILIGHT 
Never seen legs like them 
before... 


They all look at Digger’s legs-- including Digger-- and 
indeed, his legs are significantly longer than any other 
species we have seen. 


DIGGER 
Hello! I’m Digger! We’re going 
to be hollow-mates! 


GYLFIE 
(sotto) 
Speotyto Cunicularia. Very rare. 


TWILIGHT 
“Speo-tyto”... what? 


GYLFIE 
Speotyto Cunicularia. Burrowing 
Owl. They nest in the abandoned 
burrows of ground animals-- 
(to Digger) 
--don’t you? 


Digger NODS. 


TWILIGHT 
(disgusted, to 
Gylfie) 
The burrows of ground animals?? 
No...! Really? 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


DIGGER 
What’s wrong with that? 


TWILIGHT 
Oh-- nothing, nothing... 


Digger frowns as Twilight turns to Soren. 


Twilight thinks about this. 


up. 


TWILIGHT (CONT'D) 
Soren, this isn’t right. Sleeping 
with owls that live in the ground, 
learning healing when we should be 
out there fighting! 
(beat, moody) 
I think I have to leave. 


SOREN 
Leave? 


TWILIGHT 
We’re a band, Soren. You me and 
Gylfie. We all escaped from being 
snatched, we escaped crows, killed 
a bobcat. Sore, we found the 
Great Tree of Ga’Hoole. I don’t 
want to be split up. 


SOREN 
We won’t be. 

TWILIGHT 
But you heard Boron. 


(beat) 
I've been alone before. I can be 
alone again. 


SOREN 

I think we’re a band no matter 
what anyone else says. Not 
because anybody else decides, but 
because we do. 

(beat) 
You came here to become a 
Guardian. And I guess being a 
Guardian is a lot more than just 
fighting. But Twilight, you’re 
not going to give up without even 
trying, are you? 


TWILIGHT 
Give up...? Me? 


59. 


He’s not the type that gives 
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60. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


TWILIGHT (CONT’D) 
What about you and your sister...? 


SOREN 
I don’t know where she is anymore 
than the Guardians do. But I’m 
going to learn everything I can 
here, and if they don’t find 
here. Lo wills, 


TWILIGHT 
(decides ) 
And I’m going to help you. 
Because we’re a band. 


GYLFIE 
Me too, Soren. 


Soren smiles. 


DIGGER 
Count me in. 
(off their surprised 
looks ) 
What? We’re hollow-mates now! 


EXT. MAIN LANDING BRANCH OF GA’HOOLE - NIGHT 


One of the larger, flatter branches higher up the tree. 
About a dozen young owls are perched, waiting, chatting 
amongst themselves, including Soren, Gylfie, Twilight, 
Digger and Otulissa as Strix Struma alights onto the 
branch with perfect grace. 


Also there are several young owls we haven’t met: MARTIN, 
a small male Northern Saw-whet Owl, RUBY, a young female 
Short-eared Owl, and PRIMROSE, a young female Pygmy Owl. 


STRIX STRUMA 
Good evening class! I am Strix 
Struma, ryb for Basic Celestial 
Navigation. And this... 
(she opens a wing to 
the sky) 
..ethis will be our classroom! 


Many of the stars sparkle. 


STRIX STRUMA (CONT'D) 
In this elementary course, you 
will learn key stars and 
constellations for the purpose of 
long-distance navigation. 
(pointed, to Soren) 
(MORE) 
(CONTINUED ) 
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61. 
CONTINUED: 


STRIX STRUMA (CONT’D) 

So you will be able to know 
exactly where you are in any place 
in the world simply by looking at 
the sky. 

(beat) 
The time of the Little Raccoon has 
passed by this season, but a new 
beauty shall appear for the first 
time tonight. The Golden Talons. 
And just like our own talons-- 

(raises her foot) 
--there are four. Long, curved 
and sharp ones formed by the 
stars. 


And with a sudden blur, Strix Struma’s talons SHOOT out, 
and she catches a large moth mid-air. She eats it in one 


gulp. 


STRIX STRUMA (CONT'D) 
Excuse me-- but a bit of moth 
always gives one a boost, don’t 
you think? Now. Prepare to take 
flight! 


EXT. BASE OF THE GREAT TREE OF GA’HOOLE - NIGHT 


Soren, Gylfie, Twilight, Digger, Otulissa, Digger, and 
several others are on the ground, walking through and 
around the enormous roots of the tree. A Burrowing Owl 
we saw in the Parliament named Speo is teaching this 
class. The young owls look bored out of their minds. 


SPEO 
As we all know, the Great Tree of 
Ga'Hoole is the most singular 
specimen of it’s kind in all the 
world. One of the reasons why is 


pellets. 
DIGGER 
(in disbelief) 
Pellets? 
SPEO 


Correct. You see pellets give our 
tree special nourishment. Now if 
somebody can find us a pellet or 
care to yarp us up one, I shall 
demonstrate the proper burying 
technique for-- 


OTULISSA 
I’1l find one! 


(CONTINUED ) 


62. 
CONTINUED: 


And she starts looking on the ground for a pellet as Speo 
turns to point out the long stringy copper-colored vines 
that are on every branch and root of the tree. 


SPEO 
The Great Ga’Hoole Tree has 
flourished these many thousands of 
years because we owls have been 
excellent stewards of this little 
piece of earth that the Great 
Glaux gave to them, as well as to 
Root and Branch of the Tree 
itself. 


Twilight rolls his eyes, and then starts to silently 
mimic Speo as Speo continues his lecture. 


SPEO (CONT’D) 
Which is, of course, the motto of 
the Ga'Hoolology chaw: Root and 
Branch. Root and Branch! 


Theo others try to stifle their laughter at Twilight’s 
mimicry as Otulissa returns-- without a pellet. 


OTULISSA 
(to Twilight) 
That is so rude. 


TWILIGHT 
(sotto, to Otulissa) 

Oh, go yarp a pellet! 

SPEO 
What’s that? Someone has a pellet 
to yarp? Twilight, come up here. 
I believe I heard you say you had 
a little gift to bestow on our 
Great Ga’Hoole Tree. 


Everyone turns to look at Twilight. The CRACK of THUNDER 
takes us to: 

EXT. TAKE OFF BRANCH OUTSIDE EZYLRYB’S HOLLOW - DUSK 

And a fierce ice storm is raging with gale-force winds. 


EZYLRYB 
Now listen up! 


Ezylryb is SHOUTING to be heard over the storm. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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63. 
CONTINUED: 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
Here’s what you need to know about 
a gale-- or any storm really, 
except hurricanes! 


The branch has an odd-looking weather vane and a pot 
that’s been transformed into a rain gauge, as well as a 
glass-vial (an ancient beaker perhaps?) filled with sand 
that functions as a barometer. 


All the young owls are present. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
Hurricanes are a little different 
with their eye and all! 


He starts to march in front of the class. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
But what you got ina gale is a 
gutter! That’s what we call the 
main trough where the wind runs 
its punch through. It’s at the 
center, and is sort of like a 
river of wind... 


OTULISSA 
(to Soren, over 
Ezylryb) 
This is outrageous. Reckless. 
Sending us out in a night like 


this! 

SOREN 
Shhhh. I’m trying to pay 
attention. 

EZYLRYB 


Then on either side of the gutter, 
you got the scuppers! fThat’s 
where the edge of the winds from 
the gutters spills over! 


He pauses in front of Soren. He squints at Soren’s beak 
for a moment, as though he sees something, but nothing’s 
there. Soren’s very self-conscious-- the whole class is 
looking at him as well. And then Ezylryb continues to 
limp down the row of students. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
(continuing) 
Then at the very outside edge of 
the scuppers you got the 
swillages-- more about them later! 
I fly point! 
(MORE) 
(CONTINUED ) 
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64. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
Poot here, my first mate, flies 
what we all upwind scupper! 


POOT is an old male Boreal. He steps forward slightly at 
the introduction. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
You all just fly behind and do 
what you’re told! Any questions?! 


Otulissa raises a wing. 


OTULISSA 
Isn’t it a very real danger that 
in this light we could be mobbed 
by crows? 


EZYLRYB 
Mobbed by...? Great Glaux, no, 
no, no, no. They’d never be 
yoicks enough to fly on a night 
like this!! No, much more likely 
that you’ll be sucked into a 
scupper and never seen again! 


And-- as everyone processes this information-- Ezylryb 
SCREECHES a tremendous war-yell, and takes to the air. 
Poot follows right behind, and then the rest of the class 
as well, Otulissa rather reluctantly. 


EXT. THE STORM - DUSK 


Rain of sleet hits the owls as they fly over the sea and 
into the storm, the Sea of Hoolemere barely visible below 
them. 


EXT. DEEPER INTO THE STORM - MOMENTS LATER 
Ezylryb is leading them into very tough weather. 


EZYLRYB 
We're getting near the gutter!!! 


POOT 
Hooooh-hah! Climb the 
baggywrinkles, and then straight 
into the gutter! Follow us! 


Soren banks, and follows Ezylryb and Poot. Otulissa is 
right next to him. 


Ruby suddenly lets out a HOOT of joy as she starts to 
glide, her wings angled slightly forward. She’s now in 
the gutter, which is sort of a river of wind. 

(CONTINUED ) 


65. 
CONTINUED: 


And then Soren enters the same gutter, and he smiles at 
the sensation of it-- the storm raging just beyond them 
at full fury-- but here in the gutter an almost peaceful 
stream of air. 


Otulissa seems less sure of herself and then notices 
Ezylryb YARP up a pellet into the wind. 


OTULISSA 
(to Soren) 
Disgusting. 
EZYLRYB 


Now follow me to the edge of the 
scuppers, and I’1ll show you the 
hurly-burly! And then we’1l climb 
the baggywrinkles and dump right 
into the scuppers!!! 


And he shoots up ahead of them. 


OTULISSA 
What is he talking about? He 
should have given us a vocabulary 
list! 


CUT TO: 
SEVERAL BLIND SNAKES 


as they slither up and down the strings of a harp, 
creating beautiful music. We are: 


INT. DINING HOLLOW - NIGHT 


A very large hollow. The snakes play the harp ina 
corner, while groups of owls are chattering everywhere in 
small groups, waiting for dinner to be served. A lot of 
the conversations are about “tapping”. Who’s going to 
end up in what chaw. 


Digger is talking to Soren, Gylfie and Twilight. But 
Soren seems a little distant... moody... 


DIGGER 
They say most Burrowing Owls like 
me are usually tapped for Tracking 
Chaw, since we have such strong 
legs and really know the 
countryside so well. I think I’d 
like that. 


GYLFIE 
I’1l just die if I get Weather 


Interpretation. 
(MORE) (CONTINUED ) 


66. 
CONTINUED: 
GYLFIE (CONT'D) 
Can you imagine having Ezylryb as 
your chaw leader? It’s just too 
creepy to think about. 


DIGGER 
Well, you know if you get tapped 
for Colliering, you have to take 
Weather too. So you double chaw 
with Ezylryb! 


SOREN 
Why’s that? 


DIGGER 
Something about the weather 
patterns in a fire are like a 
storm. 


TWILIGHT 
Well, I want search-and-rescue! 
Only the best fliers and fighters 
get that chaw. 


Ezylryb walks by. 
EZYLRYB 
Racdrops! It’s not just about 


fighting you know! 


And he continues through the owls heading for a seat at 
the head of the room with the other rybs. 


GYLFIE 

He gives me the creeps. 
TWILIGHT 

Which Chaw do you want, Soren? 
SOREN 

Me? 

(beat) 

I don’t know. 

TWILIGHT 


What do you mean you don’t know? 
What’s your gizzard tell you? 


Soren doesn’t respond-- maybe because he doesn’t have the 
answer. And at just that moment, MATRON, an elderly 
Boreal Owl, enters from the kitchen. 


MATRON 


Line up! Please don’t rush the 
snakes! 


(CONTINUED ) 
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67. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


Soren senses something, and notices Ezylryb is squinting 
at him from across the hollow. 


MATRON (CONT’D) 
And don’t crowd them by cramming 
too many around any one snake! 


Soren’s turns to see: 
AT THE FAR END OF THE HOLLOW 


Nest snakes begin to slither out from the kitchen and 
into the dining hollow, all of them blind. Food and cups 
of tea are on their back. Mrs. Plithiver is among them, 
and she heads for Soren. 


She stretches herself out length-wise, and Soren, Gylfie, 
Twilight and Digger surround her and start eating and 
drinking. Except for Soren. He doesn’t seem hungry. 

His mind’s on other things... 


DISSOLVE TO: 


INT. THE LIBRARY HOLLOW - NIGHT 


The tall walls are filled with shelves filled with 
leather bound books, and the floor is covered with 
carpets woven of moss, grass and down. There are desks 
tables and perches in various places, with owls perched 
and studying. 


IN A BOOK AISLE 


Gylfie and Soren are walking down the aisle, looking for 
something. 


GYLFIE 
Here it is. “The Natural and 
Supernatural History of the 
Ga’Hoole Tree”. By Philomena 


Bagwhistle. 
She’s about to pull it out, when-- 


EZYLRYB 
For Ga’hoolology class? 


They turn and see Ezylryb standing beside them. They 
look a bit frightened, and both silently NOD. 


Ezylryb NODS his approval, but then-- 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
You might also want to take a look 
at another volume, in your free 
time of course. I think you’ll 
find it of particular interest, 
Soren... 


And he uses his foot-- the one with only two talons-- to 
point to another book. 


The two younger owls stare at his talon. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
Got a good look at it? 


They NOD AGAIN, quickly and silently. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
Good. 


Ezylryb puts his foot down and leaves the aisle. 
Soren walks over to the book. 


SOREN 
(reading) 
“Tempers of the Gizzard: An 
Interpretive Physiology of This 
Vital Organ in Strigiformes” 
(beat 
What are strigiformes? 


GYLFIE 
We are. That’s the fancy name for 
all owls, whether we’re Elfs, 
Barns, Or... 
(nods in Ezylryb’s 
direction) 
Whiskered Screeches. 


CUT TO: 
A READING TABLE -—- MOMENTS LATER 
And they open the book. The words are written in a 
beautiful Gothic style, with lots of illustrations. 


Gylfie turns a few pages. 


SOREN 
Look. There’s a page folded. 


And she turns to the dog-eared page. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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69. 
CONTINUED: (2) 


GYLFIE 

(reading) 
“Our gizzards navigate us over 
treacherous emotional terrain. 
However, it is my considered 
opinion that the immature owl does 
not always know for certain what 
his gizzardly instincts are. He 
must learn to trust them. Feel 
them. Not think. But feel. Only 
then, will he reach his full 
potential”... 


Gylfie looks up. 


GYLFIE (CONT'D) 
You think he’s trying to tell you 
something? 


They share a look, then turn towards Ezylryb-- he’s 
perched near a reading table, staring right at them and 
snacking on dried caterpillars. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. ON THE GROUND AWAY FROM THE TREE —- NIGHT 


The young owls are all standing in a large circle in the 
middle of which is a small pile of coals. 


EZYLRYB 
The key to colliering is keeping 
the coals alive! Dead coals 
aren’t going to do Bubo here a bit 
of good, are they? 


BUBO, a large coppery colored Great Horned, is the 
Blacksmith of the Island. He’s standing nearby. 


BUBO 
Aye, that’s correct, Ezylryb, sir. 


When Ezylryb isn’t talking, he’s plopping dried 
caterpillars into his mouth from a nearby jar. 


BUBO (CONT’D) 
No sense in flyin’ here with a 
great lot of ashes, cold as Glaux 
knows what. 


Digger seems confused. He raises his wing. 


EZYLRYB 
Yes, Digger? 
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CONTINUED: 


DIGGER 
I don’t understand why we need new 
coals all the time. Once you 
start a fire going in the forge, 
don’t you always have new coals?? 


Ezylryb turns to Bubo. 


BUBO 
Blast me! Of course we can do 
that, and I can keep a fire going 
forever, and that’s fine for some 
things-- things like cooking and 
warming up a hollow. But for 
metalworking, we need fresh new 
coals that have been born of 
sparkling trees full of sap. 
That’s how a fire gets bonk. 


OTULISSA 
Bonk? 


BUBO 
A smithy term. Means very hot. 
Very very hot. Hotter than very 
very hot. So hot-- 


Ezylryb looks annoyed. 


Most of the owls’ eyes widen at that thought. 


And Gylfie 


She nervously walks over to the coals... 


hot, glowing. She stops in front of the pile, nervous. 


BUBO (CONT’D) 
Well, you get the idea... 


EZYLRYB 
Thank you, Bubo. Now, if tapped 
for Colliering Chaw, you’1ll learn 
how to retrieve coals from an 
actual forest fire... 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
But for now, we’re just going to 
see how you feel walking with one. 
Just to get comfortable... 
(beat) 
Gylfie! If you please. 


70. 


cautiously steps forward... Everyone watches 
her, glad not to be first. 


They’re red 
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Zale 
CONTINUED: (2) 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
Take it in your beak, Gylfie... 
It won’t harm you... as long as 
you hold it properly. 


Gylfie looks at Soren-- then she cautiously picks up a 
coal, starts to walks and DROPS it with a slight shriek. 


GYLFIE 
It burned my tongue! 


EZYLRYB 
Yes, well, you must keep your 
tongue away from it. Soren. 


Ezylryb NODS at the coals-- his turn. Soren looks at his 
friends-- they try to give him encouragement. He turns 
back at the coals... stares at them... and can’t muster 
the courage to pick one up. 


OTULISSA 
Oh, I'll do it! 


And Otulissa just marches right in, grabs a coal, and 
starts walking with it, extremely proud of herself. 


EZYLRYB 
(surprised) 
Very good, Otulissa. 


OTULISSA 
(muffled, mouth 
filled) 
‘Ank you. 


Ezylryb glances at Soren, and tries not to look 
disappointed in the young owl. 


EZYLRYB 
Who’s next? 


CUT TO: 


EXT. THE AIR —- LATER 


Soren, Gylfie, Twilight and Digger are flying from 
colliering class to the dining hollow. Soren looks 
depressed. 


GYLFIE 


Don’t worry about it, Soren. 
Almost nobody did it! 
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CONTINUED: 
TWILIGHT x 
But you did it before-- with the ai 
Bobcat! ~ 
SOREN * 
I know, but I had to then! sat 
DIGGER ial 
Well look at the bright side-- at s 
least you won’t end up in one of 4] 
Ezylryb’s chaws! * 
That doesn’t lift Soren’s mood. x 
INT. THE DINING HALL - MOMENTS LATER x 
They enter the dining hall. x 
SOREN * 
What if I don’t get picked for any * 
chaw? How can I help find x 
Eglantine if I’m not a Guardian?? e 
If I’m just... a regular owl? x 
DIGGER ial 
Don’t worry. Well we’ll know soon - 
enough-- tapping’s at First Light! x 
Soren looks to Gylfie, even more tense if possible. i 
EXT. THE GREAT GA’HOOLE TREE - DAWN tal 
The sun begins to rise over the horizon as we begin to x 


hear owls SQUEAL in delight, or GROAN in disappointment. 


AN OWL'S VOICE 
A Milkberry! Oh no! 


ANOTHER OWL’S VOICE 
An Iron tree! I got metals! 


ANOTHER OWL’S VOICE (CONT’D) (CONT’D) 
Oh no-- Ga'Hoolology! 


CUT TO: 


INT. SOREN’S HOLLOW - NIGHT 


Digger is by his mossy, downy sleeping area, excited. 
There’s a pellet on his bed. 


DIGGER 
A pellet! I got tracking chaw!! = 
(CONTINUED ) 


73. 
CONTINUED: 


Twilight looks at his own area. There’s a large feather 
on his bed. 


TWILIGHT 
Search-and-Rescue! I got it! 
Search-and-Rescue Chaw! 


Gylfie looks at her bedding and sees ten little nuts 
neatly arranged in the shape of the Gold Talons. 


GYLFIE 
Ten nooties! 


She turns to Soren-- who still hasn’t checked his own. 


GYLFIE (CONT’D) 
Navigation! I didn’t think Strix 
Struma liked me that much! 


Digger turns to Soren. 


DIGGER 
Soren, what did you get? 


SOREN 
(nervous ) 
I’m not sure. 


GYLFIE 
Not sure? 


SOREN 
I haven’t looked yet. 


GYLFIE 
Come on, I’ll stand right beside 
VOU sas 


Soren and Gylfie go over to Soren’s nesting area. Soren 
uses one talon to push away some white down revealing: a 
small black piece of coal and a dried up caterpillar. 


Soren frowns as we hear-- 


OTULISSA (0.S.) 
Disaster! 


They turn to see Otulissa standing in the hollow 
entrance. 


OTULISSA (CONT'D) 


I’m in Colliering and Weather 
chaws! 


(CONTINUED ) 
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SOREN 
(confused) 
Me too... 


He looks to Gylfie, unsure how this happened. 


EXT. BRANCH OUTSIDE EZYLRYB’S HOLLOW —- DAY 


Soren lands and warily walks up to the entrance to 
Ezylryb’s hollow. 


SOREN 
B2V Lr bese ire 


EZYLRYB (0.S.) 
Enter! 


Soren does so. 


INT. EZYLRYB’S HOLLOW - CONTINUOUS 

Huge, lit by the remains of a fire. It’s filled with all 
sorts of books, charts and maps. There are also more 
weather instruments: barometers, hygrometers, 
stormglasses, thermometers, more wind gauges-- all 
ingeniously made from found objects. 

Ezylryb looks up from reading a book. 


EZYLRYB 
Ah, Soren... 


An awkward beat as Ezylryb waits for Soren to say 
something. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
You’ve come to ask me why I tapped 
you for Colliering, haven’t you? 


Soren NODS. Ezylryb squints at him for a beat, before-- 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
Hungry? 


CUT TO: 
ANOTHER PART OF EZYLRYB’S HOLLOW 
Ezylryb is searching for a snack in a cupboard as Soren 


stares at a the wind chime made of pieces of stained 
glass. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
Ah, I see you’ve noticed my 


whirlyglass. Madame Plonk gave me 


that. The glass came froma 
castle. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
(re: the whirlyglass) 
Beautiful isn’t it? 


SOREN 
A castle? 


EZYLRYB 


A type of structure of rocks made 


by the Others. 


SOREN 
“Others”? 


EZYLRYB 
Never heard of the Others? 


75. 


Soren SHAKES his head as Ezylryb spots what he’s been 


looking for in the cupboard. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
Ah! There! 
(smiles ) 
Dried caterpillars! 


And he uses a talon to bring a jar out. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
They were some type of creature 
before the time of Glaux. 
Intelligent, obviously. 
Industrious. But... now gone. 


Ezylryb leans into Soren. 
EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
You’ve handled coal before, 
haven’t you? 


Soren’s eyes widen. He NODS. 


SOREN 
How did you know? 


EZYLRYB 
You had the mark. 


SOREN 
Mark? 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


Soren NODS 


(2) 


EZYLRYB 
On your beak. When you first 
arrived. No one else saw it. But 
I did. Just a small black smudge. 
He’s a collier, I thought. Even 
if you didn’t know it, I felt it 
in my gizzard. 


SOREN 
But. I. couldn’ t pick 2t up: tonight. 
I was... afraid. 


EZYLRYB 
‘Cause you didn’t trust your 
gizzard. Did you? 
(beat) 
Thought you’d be burned in the 
beak? Like Gylfie. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
Well, how’d you know it wouldn’t 
burn you when you picked one up 
before? 


SOREN 
A bobcat was attacking us, and I 
didn‘t have time to think. I just 
picked it up. 


EZYLRYB 
Ahhh. Well. That’s the key. 
Your gizzard isn’t a brain, Soren. 
It’s not there to help you think, 
but to do. Feel it. Listen to 
it. It won’t steer you wrong. 


SOREN 
But how do I know it’s my gizzard, 
and not just... a feeling? 
EZYLRYB 


How did you know you could fly 
when you jumped off that ledge at 
St. Aggies? That wasn’t just a 
feeling. How did you find an 
island that many owls believe is 
nothing more than a legend? That 
certainly wasn’t just a feeling, 
was it? Here you are. Here we 
all are. 


Soren doesn’t answer. 


76. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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TT 
CONTINUED: (3) 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
Anyone who can do all that... 
already trusts his gizzard. 
(beat) 
Doesn’t he? 


Off Soren’s face, we-- 


DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. A BRANCH AT THE VERY TOP OF THE TREE - DAY 


Ezylryb is looking out over the sea, focused on something 
across the sea-- what we don’t know. Poot and Bubo are 
next to him. The rest of Weathering Chaw is assembled as 
well: Soren, Ruby, Martin, and Otulissa... 


The younger owls look at each other nervously, until 
Ezylryb suddenly turns to the chaw. 


EZYLRYB 
Anyone know why we’re here? 


Soren glances at Bubo, and deduces-- 


SOREN 
There’s... a fire somewhere? 


EZYLRYB 
Correct! Octavia!! 


And OCTAVIA, a blind snake, comes out of Ezylryb’s hollow 
with her tail dragging a bucket full of dead voles. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) (CONT’D) 
No colliering on empty gizzards. 
And eat quickly. We got 
colliering to do! 


EXT. THE AIR ABOVE THE HOOLEMERE SEA - DUSK 


The Colliering Chaw-- including Soren, Ruby, Martin, and 
Otulissa-- flies over the calm sea on a crystal clear day 
as the sun sets. A large smoke cloud is in the distance. 
A few of them carry small pots (for carrying the coals 
later) in their talons. Poot and Bubo fly with them as 
well. 


EZYLRYB 
Ruby and Poot will fly top layer. 
Otulissa will be mid-layer. Below 
her will be Soren, and Martin will 
cover ground. Remember your 
training! 
(MORE ) (CONTINUED ) 
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78. 
CONTINUED: 
EZYLRYB (CONT'D) 
Be careful of up-drafts, cool 
spots and dead falls! And most of 
all, fire crowns! 


OTULISSA 
What’s a fire crown? 


POOT 

When the trees all around you 

burst into flame! Sucks up all 

the air! Nowhere to escape! You 

just-- fry! 
Soren is a bit unnerved by that image. 

CUT TO: 

A RAGING FOREST FIRE 


as it consumes every tree in site. We are: 


EXT. THE FOREST FIRE - NIGHT 


The SOUND of the fire is almost deafening, and the owls 
will have to shout for the whole sequence. Poot flies 
over Soren and Martin. 


POOT 
(re: the roar) 
You’ll get used to it! 
And an up-draft sucks them upward. 
POOT (CONT’D) (CONT’D) 
Just a small up-draft-- nothing to 
worry about!! 


Bubo approaches from another direction. 


BUBO 
Good ember bed straight ahead!! 


POOT 
Right! This is where you become 
true colliers! 


And at that exact moment-- a BURNING EMBER SHOOTS INTO 
THE SKY. 


Ruby instantly DIVES for it-- and catches it in his beak! 
POOT (CONT’D) (CONT'D) 
Good catch, Ruby! Now take it to 
the buckets!! 


(CONTINUED ) 
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79. 
CONTINUED: 


And Ruby heads for-- 


EXT. A NEARBY RIDGE - MOMENTS LATER 


--where Bubo has lined up the buckets. Ruby drops the 
coal “an: ab. 


EXT. THE FOREST FIRE -— SAME TIME 
Ezylryb turns to Martin. 


EZYLRYB 
Martin! We need cinders to keep 
the coals hot! 


And Martin heads for the floor of the forest. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
Cover him Soren! 


And then Elvanryb flies away. 


Soren glides over Martin, keeping an eye on the smaller 
owl as he lands in an area that the fire has already 
burned. 


A waft of smoke hides Martin for a few moments-- worrying 
Soren-- and then he becomes visible again. But now he’s 
back in the air, flying quickly towards Soren, his beak 
full of cinders. 


BUBO 
He’s coming in loaded! 


Within seconds, Martin has ascended to their altitude, 
his feathers and beak sooty. He’s as excited as can be. 


MARTIN 
(talking with his 
beak full) 
That was fantastic! It’s amazing-- 


Ezylryb SWOOPS in, interrupting him. 


EZYLRYB 
Report, Martin! 


MARTIN 
Embers about the size of pellets 
uphill from where I landed! 


EZYLRYB 
Soren, go in! 


(CONTINUED ) 


80. 
CONTINUED: 


Soren hesitates-—- 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
Don’t think! Go! 


And Soren SWEEPS down toward the ground. 


EXT. THE FOREST FLOOR —- MOMENTS LATER 

Soren lands uphill from where Martin was. Bright red 
coals are scattered throughout the charred skeletons of 
trees. 

He spots the perfect coal, but he’s still not sure if he 
can actually put it in his beak. He studies it, trying 
to listen to his gizzard... 


And then-- we HEAR a terrible CRACKLING SOUND, and Soren 
looks up to see-- 


A group of nearby trees suddenly BURST into FLAME! And 
then-- ALL the trees 360 degrees around Soren catch flame 
as well! It’s a crown of flames. 

SOREN 

looks terrified, but before he can do anything, he’s 
SUCKED off the ground by the vacuum created by the 
maelstrom, totally out of control. 

EXT. THE AIR -—- CONTINUOUS 


Otulissa sees it. 


OTULISSA 


SOREN 


is sucked upwards... but somehow, he does a reverse loop 
upside down-- and, as he crests the top of the loop, a 


coal SHOOTS up from the ground, and Soren catches it mid- 


air. 
THE OTHER OWLS 


watch in amazement. Another coal launches into the air, 
and Otulissa DIVES in and snaps it up. 


SOREN 


flies towards them, out of harm, his beak holding the 
coal. 


+ 


+ 
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EXT. THE RIDGE - MOMENTS LATER 


Soren lands by the buckets, joining Martin, Ruby, Bubo 
and Poot. 


MARTIN 
That was amazing! I’ve never seen 
flying like that! 


RUBY 
Unbelievable! 


Soren DROPS his coal in a bucket as Otulissa lands 
nearby, dropping her coal in a bucket as well, her 
excitement palpable. 


OTULISSA 
I got one! I got one! 
(to Soren) 


I mean, it was nothing compared to 
what you did, but I got one! 


And then everyone goes silent as Ezylryb lands, his own 
beak glowing with a coal. The old Screech marches down 
the buckets, his face feathers glowing bright red from 
the coal. 


He drops his own coal right in front of Soren, then looks 
the young Barn Owl up and down. 


EZYLRYB 
My gizzard never fails me. Never. 
And yours didn’t either. You’re a 
collier, Soren. You have the 
mark. 


And everyone sees Soren’s beak is tinged with soot. 
Ezylryb takes to the air as we-- 


DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. THE SEA OF HOOLEMERE - DAWN 

As the Colliering Chaw approaches the Great Tree, they 
notice a commotion: more than the usual number of owls 
are darting between branches. 


Ezylryb looks concerned. 


OTULISSA 
What’s going on? 


+ + + 
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EXT. THE TREE OF GA’HOOLE —- MOMENTS LATER 


The Colliering Chaw all alight on a branch leading to one 
of the larger hollows. We HEAR from all around, from 
different branches: 


OWL 
I need more worms over here! 
Quick! 


ANOTHER OWL 
The Ga’Hoolology Chaw is digging 
as fast as it can! 


BABY OWL 
(babbling) 
Oh Tyto, who is pureness beyond 
compare, show thyself... 


Ezylryb notices a small SOOTY OWL which babbles on a 
nearby branch-- 


SOOTY OWL 

Oh High Tyto... how long shall the 
un-pure triumph? 

(to Ezylryb) 
You are not a Pure One... Where 
are-- 

(sees Soren) 
Tyto! You know the pureness? Are 
you a Pure One? 


Soren turns to Ezylryb, confused. 


SOREN 
“Pure One”...? 


BABY OWL 
Tytos now and forever, so pure... 
so supreme... 


Ezylryb, confused, stops a passing owl who’s beak is full 
of worms. 


EZYLRYB 
Who are these owls? Where did 
they come from? 


PASSING OWL 
The Search-and-Rescue Chaw found 
them in the Barrens! They were on 
the ground, apparently completely 
lost, but none of them can tell us 
where they were going, or where 
they’re from... 

(MORE) 

(CONTINUED ) 
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3s 
CONTINUED: 
PASSING OWL (CONT’D) 
They’re all stark-raving yoiks if 
you ask me. All of them! 


Ezylryb looks around, trying to get a grasp on it all, as 
Twilight SHOUTS from a branch above: 


TWILIGHT 
Soren! Get up here! Quick!! 


Soren flies up to Twilight as Ezylryb looks around at the 
lost owls. 


CUT TO: 


INT. ANOTHER BRANCH - MOMENTS LATER 


Soren lands on the higher branch. Twilight, Gylfie, 
Primrose and Digger are surrounding something... They 
spread out as Soren approaches, revealing Eglantine. 


SOREN 
Eglantine!!! 


She’s bigger than when we last saw her-- now almost full- 
grown. 


SOREN (CONT'D) 
Thank Glaux! How did you get 
here? Where were you? Where’s 
Kludd? 


But she looks like she doesn’t recognize Soren. 


SOREN (CONT’D) 
Eg? 


She just stares at him, or really through him. 


SOREN (CONT’D) 
Eg?? It’s me. Soren! 


Soren looks at Gylfie, confused. 


GYLFIE 
It’s like she’s been moon-blinked. 
But worse. 


TWILIGHT 
They’re all like that. All of 
them. 


And then Eglantine looks into the sky, forlorn. 
SOREN 


Eglantine...? 
(CONTINUED ) 


+ + + 


84. 
CONTINUED: 


EGLANTINE 
(to no one) 
High Tyto... why have you forsaken 
me...? 


Soren looks at his sister, horrified. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


INT. SOREN’S HOLLOW —- DAY 


Mrs. Plithiver is next to Soren and Gylfie. They both 
watch the sleeping Eglantine for a little bit. 


SOREN 
At least she’s sleeping now... 
She’s going to be alright, isn’t 
she Mrs. P.? 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
I hope so, dear. 
(trying to convince 
herself) 
I hope so... 


Soren looks at Eglantine, unsure. 


GYLFIE (0.S.) 
Soren--— 


Soren turns his neck-- Gylfie is in the hollow entrance. 
She speaks quietly so as not to disturb Eglantine. 


GYLFIE (CONT’D) (CONT’D) 
There’s something going on in the 
Parliament. They’re talking about 
all the downed owls... 


INT. A NARROW PASSAGEWAY - DAY 


Soren is following Gylfie through a particularly narrow 
passageway that seems to be tunneled in a root rather 
than a branch. 


SOREN 
What were you doing in the 
Parliament Hollow? 


GYLFIE 
I wasn’t in the Parliament Hollow-- 


I was next to it. 
(MORE) 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 
GYLFIE (CONT'D) 
I went down to the kitchen to get 
a snack, and I thought I’d take a 
different route, and I started to 
hear voices... 
SOREN 
(surprised) 
You listened in on them...? 
She NODS. 


INT. ANOTHER PASSAGEWAY —- MOMENTS LATER 


As they continue making their way deeper, they start to 
HEAR a conversation... 


STRIX STRUMA (0.S.) 
Moon-blinked. They’re all moon- 
blinked. They got lost, then 
slept with their heads turned 
wrong. 


ELVANRYB (0.S.) 
All of them? 


They pause at an indentation in the root. There’s a 
sliver of light coming from an old knot in the wood. 


Soren goes up to it and puts his eye against it. 


INT. PARLIAMENT HOLLOW - SAME TIME 


The Parliament is filled with the same owls as before: 
Boron, Barran, Ezylryb, Elvanryb, Bubo, Strix Struma, 
Speo, Matron, etc... 


EZYLRYB (0.S.) 
And what about all this talk about 
pureness and purity? 


BORON 
Isn’t that what Soren said they 
did at St. Aegolius? 


The question hangs. 


ELVANRYB 
So they’re from this St. Aegolius. 


EZYLRYB 
But why are they all Tytos? Tyto 
Albas, Tyto Tenebricosas, Tyto 
Capensis, Tyto longimembris... 
(MORE) 
(CONTINUED ) 
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86. 
CONTINUED: 
EZYLRYB (CONT'D) 
Not a Screech or Long Eared among 
them. ... Just Tytos... And why 
all the talk about purity and 
pureness? Soren is a Tyto, yes, 
but Gylfie is not. And they 
weren’t jabbering about purity... 


STRIX STRUMA 
So you don’t think they’re from 
St. Aegolius? 
Ezylryb thinks. 


EZYLRYB 
No. No I don’t. 


INT. PASSAGEWAY -— SAME TIME 


Gylfie looks up at Soren. 


GYLFIE 
We should tell them we burned the 
body. 

TWILIGHT 
But then they’1ll know we’re spying 
on them. 


Everyone thinks for a beat. 


SOREN 
Twilight’s right. I don’t think 
we should say anything. At least 
not now. Us knowing the smith is 
dead won’t change their plans. 


Soren is uncomfortable, but doesn’t know what else to do. 


INT. SOREN’S HOLLOW —- LATER 


Soren is still watching the sleeping Eglantine. But it’s 
much later in the day, and everyone else in the hollow 
is asleep; Digger, Twilight, Gylfie, Eglantine. But 
Soren is too worried. He just watches his sister... 
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INT. DINING HOLLOW - NIGHT 


Much quieter than usual. Soren, Gylfie, Digger, and 
Primrose are all eating around Mrs. Plithiver. 


Otulissa enters the hollow and makes a bee-line for 
Soren. 


OTULISSA 
Gizzlemia! 

DIGGER 
Gizzlemia? 

OTULISSA 


I’ve been in the library all 
night, trying to find something 
that would explain all this 
babbling about Tytos, and I got 
distracted by a book by a very 
distinguished Spotted Owl about 
gizzards and feelings. 


GYLFIE 
No doubt a relative of yours? 


OTULISSA 
Possibly-- there are many 
distinguished owls in my ancestry, 
and my family goes back very, very 
far. Anyway, gizzlemia is a 
blankness of the gizzard. Like 
it’s been walled off and nothing 
can penetrate it, and because of 
this, there’s a malfunction of the 
brain as well. 


SOREN 
And what causes it? 


OTULISSA 
Moon-blinking, stone-stunning and 
exposure to high concentrations of 
magnets. 


TWILIGHT 
Magnets? What are magnets? 


OTULISSA 
Didn’t you pay attention in 
Introduction to Metalology? 


Twilight SHAKES his head. 


(CONTINUED ) 


88. 
CONTINUED: 


OTULISSA (CONT’D) 
They’re little pieces of special 
shiny metal that’s got some sort 
of a magic field around it. 


Gylfie turns to Soren. They’re thinking the same thing-- 


GYLFIE 
Flecks...! 


SOREN 
(to Otulissa) 
You said it has to be in high 
concentrations for it to cause 
Gizzlemia... 


She NODS. 


SOREN (CONT’D) 
(to Gylfie) 
That’s what St. Aggies was having 
us do. A few of them didn’t 
effect us in the pelletorium... 
But if they get enough of them... 
(realizing) 
We have to tell Boron and the 
Parliament! 


INT. EZYLRYB’S HOLLOW - NIGHT 


Soren and Gylfie are in the entrance to the hollow. It’s 
empty. Just his books, charts and weather instruments. 


SOREN 
Ezylryb? 


They cautiously enter the hollow. 


SOREN (CONT'D) 
I don’t think he’s here... 


She sees an open book on a reading table. 
SOREN (CONT’D) 


(sotto) 
Look... 


(CONTINUED ) 
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89. 
CONTINUED: 


THE BOOK 


is an elaborately illustrated tutorial about magnetics. 
The current page discusses Flecks and the effect they 
might have on owl gizzards. 


SOREN (0.S.) (CONT'D) 
Flecks... He must have realized 
they caused Gizzlemia. 


WIDER 
Gylfie notices something that looks like a perch nearby. 


GYLFIE 
What’s that? 


SOREN 
It looks like a perch. 


GYLFIE 
What for? There’s nothing there. 


She flies over to it-- 


SOREN 
Gylfie-- no. 


When she lands, her weight cause it to lower... and as it 
lowers, a part of the hollow wall swings open-- 
revealing-- 


GYLFIE 
A secret hollow! 


They look at each other-- should they go in? 


INT. A NARROW, DARK PASSAGEWAY - MOMENTS LATER 


They make their way down the passageway, which soon 
widens into another small hollow. They immediately both 
see a pair of Battle Claws against the far wall. They’re 
tarnished and dull from age. They haven’t been used in 
years. 


Gylfie flies closer to them. 


GYLFIE 
Holy Glaux... These suckers are 
deadly... Look-- 
(awed) 
They’ve got jagged edges...! 


Soren stares at them, unsure what to make of them. 


(CONTINUED ) 


90. 
CONTINUED: 


SOREN 
But... whose are they? 


The question hangs in the air, and then-- 
OCTAVIA (0.S.) 
They were made for the great Lyze 
of Kiel... 
They turn to see Octavia, one of the Tree’s snakes. 
SOREN 
(realizing) 
Ezylryb. You mean Ezylryb! 


Octavia NODS, and Gylfie looks at Soren, confused. 


SOREN (CONT'D) 


(explaining) 
Lyze-- L-Y-Z-E. Backwards it’s 
Ezyl... Ezyl the teacher is... 
Ezyl-ryb. 


(to Octavia) 
But why didn’t he tell us? 


DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. THE GREAT TREE OF GA’HOOLE - DUSK 
A few days later. 


SOREN (0.S.) 
Isn’t it good to see Mrs. P, Eg? 


INT. HEALING HOLLOW —- DAY 


The rescued owls are now in one hollow, being attended by 
Matron. Mrs. Plithiver and Soren are with Eglantine. 
She’s slowly eating a vole, her eyes vacant. 


SOREN 
She’s training to become part of 
the harp guild. Aren’t you Mrs. 
Pie 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
That’s right, dear. Under the 
tutelage of the great Madame Plonk 
herself. 
(to Eglantine) 
You’ll have to come up to her 
hollow and hear us practice... 
Wouldn’t that be nice, Eglantine, 
dear? 
(CONTINUED ) 


91. 
CONTINUED: 


Eglantine stares at Mrs. Plithiver, no recognition in the 
young owl’s eyes. 


SOREN 
I’m part of the Colliering Chaw. 
It’s a very important chaw, Eg, 
and as soon as you’re better, 
you'll start taking lessons too. 
Won’t she, Mrs. P.? 


A long beat. 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
(not sure, but trying 
to be supportive) 
That’s right, dear... 


Soren smiles encouragingly at his sister, but she only 
blinks back at him as we begin to hear a commotion from 
outside the hollow. 


OWL’S VOICE 
Trader Mags! Trader Mags is down 
by the roots! Trader Mags is 
here! 


Soren looks at Eglantine, trying to be hopeful and 
optimistic. 


SOREN 
Want to see what she brought, 
Eglantine? 


CUT TO: 


EXT. THE GROUND - NIGHT 


A dozen or so owls are among the root system, looking 
over the various items on display: bits of glass, 
mirrors, pottery, beads, fabric, etc... Mostly bits and 
pieces of found objects made by “the Others”. 


And Trader MAGS is in the middle of it. Her feathers are 
mostly black, with some streaks of white. She wears an 
old bandana around her head, and speaks with a raspy 
voice. 


MAGS 
Come on up, don’t be shy! 
Mirrors? Beads? Some of, of-- 
(holds up a rusty 
screw, unsure what 


it is) 
--these? Or atassel! Tassels 
anyone? 


(MORE ) (CONTINUED ) 


92. 
CONTINUED: 
MAGS (CONT’D) 
Tie some crystals to them, and yeh 
got yerself a charming windchime. 
Bubbles! Get them crystals out 
here, on the double! 


BUBBLES, a smaller assistant magpie, disappears behind 
some roots to find the crystals as Soren leads Eglantine 
and Mrs. Plithiver through Trader Mags’ displayed wares. 


SOREN 
See anything you like, Eg? 


Eglantine looks around, still in a daze, until she 
FREEZES at the sight of a PIECE OF RED STAINED GLASS. 
She stares at it, the feathers above her beak curling up. 


SOREN (CONT'D) 
(worried) 
Eglantine...? 


MRS. PLITHIVER 
What is it, Soren? 


SOREN 
I don’t know. 


Eglantine seems almost mesmerized by the glass. And 
then, seemingly out of nowhere: 


EGLANTINE 
The place... The place! 
(turns to Soren) 
Soren...? 
(looks back at the 
glass, horrified, 
then back to Soren) 
The place-- it was filled with 
glass like this. 


SOREN 
What place, Eg? 


She looks at him, still slightly confused. Soren looks 
excited that he’s made a breakthrough. 


CUT TO: 


INT. SOREN’S HOLLOW - NIGHT 


Soren, Eglantine, and Mrs. Plithiver have just returned 
from the roots. The piece of stained glass is leaning on 
a table in front of a candle, lighting up the wall with 
an eerie reddish hue. 


Gylfie and Digger are there as well, watching. 
(CONTINUED ) 
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93. 


SOREN 
I want you to think more about the 
glass, Eglantine. Think about the 
place. Where did you see this 
glass before? 


Eglantine stares at the glass. Deep. Deeper. 


EGLANTINE 
The castle... 

GYLFIE 
The castle? 

EGLANTINE 


Kludd took me there... to meet the 
Pure Ones. To become a Pure One, 
like him. 

(turns to Soren) 
Oh, Soren. I remember! 

(excited, starts to 

talk quickly) 
They said we were the purest of 
owls, that we must rule all the 
owl kingdoms. 


DIGGER 
"We"? 


EGLANTINE 
Tytos. And that we must make 
workers of all the other owls, and 
that only Pure Ones were pure and 
worthy. And Kludd-- Soren he’s 
changed, he’s one of the worst. 
He listens to everything the High 
Tyto tells him, and-- 


TWILIGHT 
What’s a High Tyto?? 


Everyone turns and sees that Twilight entered moments 


earlier. 


EGLANTINE 
He’s their leader. He didn’t say 
much, but he didn’t have to-- 
everyone was terrified of him. He 
wore a kind of metal mask all the 
time. They said his beak had been 
torn off in a battle long ago. 


Soren’s eyes widen. 


GYLFIE 


Surtr...! 
(CONTINUED ) 
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94. 
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SOREN 
Gylfie, do you remember the night 
we escaped from St. Aggies, when 
we hid from Skench and Spoorn? Do 
you remember what they were 
talking about when they passed us? 


GYLFIE 
(thinking) 
Fleck quotas... 
SOREN 


Yes. And they also mentioned 
someone named Metal Beak. That he 
was the one who wanted the Flecks. 
Remember? 


GYLFIE 
(eyes widening) 
Surtr is Metal Beak! 


SOREN 
(nods) 
And he’s using St. Aggies to 
collect all the Flecks he can so 
he can rule all of the owl 


kingdoms. 
EGLANTINE 
(horrified) 
And make them all... pure. 
DIGGER 
We have to tell Boron and the 
Parliament. 
SOREN 


We can’t. Octavia told us Ezylryb 
went out to confirm something 
Boron would never believe. This 
must be what he meant. That Surtr 
is still alive, and behind all 
this. If they won’t believe 
Ezylryb, they won’t believe us. 

We have to find Ezylryb ourselves. 


DIGGER 
Us? 


SOREN 
Why not? We could put together a 
pretty good chaw. Gylfie, I heard 
Strix Struma tell Barran you’re 
the best navigator she’s ever 
taught. 

(MORE) 

(CONTINUED ) 
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SOREN (CONT'D) 
Digger, you can track like no one 
else, and there’s no one I’d 
rather have at my side if it comes 
to a fight than Twilight. Don’t 
you see? Together, we’re a Chaw 
of Chaws... 


Twilight smiles-- he likes the sound of that. 


OTULISSA (0.S.) 
Count me in! 


Everyone turns to see Otulissa come into their hollow. 


SOREN 
How much did you hear? 


OTULISSA 
Everything. And I’m coming with 
you. I won’t let the world be 
ruled by owls that are yoicks 
anymore than you will. 


Soren knows he can’t stop her from coming. Everyone 
looks to his response. He NODS. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. THE AIR - NIGHT 
Soren’s flying very close to the waves below, so as not 
to be detected from anyone at the Tree, which is quickly 
receding behind them. Gylfie appears on one side of him, 
then Twilight on the other. The others create a 
formation behind these three. 
SOREN 

We'll start from where Eglantine 

and the others were found. I’m 

sure that’s where Ezylryb started. 
WIDER 
The owls fly toward a distant shore as we-- 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. A DRY CREEK BED - NIGHT 


Digger is walking down the creek bed, looking at tracks 
as the rest silently watch. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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DIGGER 
It was here alright... But I 
can’t tell from what direction 
they landed... 


SOREN 
(to Gylfie) 
Gylfie, take a sighting of our 
position between Never Moves and 
the Great Glaux. 
Gylfie looks skyward. 


GYLFIE 
Got it. 


SOREN 
Okay. Back in the air. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. THE ATR HIGH ABOVE THE CREEK BED - NIGHT 
The owls are circling. 


SOREN 
We on top of it, Gylfie? 


She consults the stars above. 


GYLFIE 
Wait.... wait... Now! 
SOREN 
Eglantine... look around... try to 


remember which way you came! 


Eglantine looks 360 degrees around, searching for 
something to jog her memory. 


OTULISSA 
Soren-- if these owls were so 
obsessed with Tyto’s, doesn’t it 
make sense their castle would be 
in the Kingdom of Tyto? 


SOREN 
Brilliant, Otulissa! 
(beat) 
Gylfie?! Can you plot a course 
for Tyto? Maybe that will help 
Eg’s memory!! 


Gylfie looks up at the stars, then-- 


(CONTINUED ) 
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GYLFIE 
This way! 


DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. THE AIR - NIGHT 


They’re flying over a more mountainous, less forest- 
filled terrain. 


EGLANTINE 


scans the horizon, desperately looking for something 
familiar. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. THE AIR —- DAY 


Mid-day, they’re still flying, and now they’re over a 
thick forest. Eglantine is still searching. And then-- 


EGLANTINE 

There! I remember those hills! 
SOREN 

Are you sure Eglantine? 
EGLANTINE 

Yes! The castle’s that way!! 
GYLFIE 

You mean near that plume of 


smoke?! 
FROM THEIR POV: 
There’s a small fire to the left of them. 
BACK TO SCENE: 
Eglantine shakes her head. 


EGLANTINE 
No! More over there! Follow me! 


And she makes a slight turn. The rest of the owls 
follow. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. A TALL TREE’S BRANCH - NIGHT 


It’s a tree situated high on a hill, overlooking a 
valley. Twilight is eating a mouse he must have just 
caught while Soren looks down at the valley with a 
critical eye. 


FROM HIS POV 


in the middle of the valley below are the ruins of a 
castle, complete with chapel. 


BACK TO SCENE 
Eglantine comes up next to Soren. 


EGLANTINE 
Something’s wrong. There’s always 
guards on all those higher parts. 


She means the turrets. 


EGLANTINE (CONT’D) 
And by the Shrine, too. Always. 


GYLFIE 
I think I see one owl up-- 


SOREN 
Ezylryb! 


EXT. ON ONE OF THE TURRETS —- SAME TIME 


Ezylryb limps up to the top of a turret, by himself, 
muttering under his breath. 


EZYLRYB 

When you do the hurly-burly, you 
have to make sure that the gutter 
is completely at your back. 

(to no one) 
Hear me? And when you start-- 
Great Glaux, don’t they have any 
mice in this gale? The flying 
kind-- what are they called? 
Bots, no bats... Where’s Ocatvia. 
I need a nice bot... Octavia? 


He looks half-mad, half frightened. 
EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 


Octavia?! Where is that snake? 
Octavia!! 


28% 


99. 


EXT. THE BRANCH SOREN AND THE OTHERS ARE ON - SAME TIME 


Gylfie watches at Ezylryb’s silhouette. She starts to 
prepare to take off. 


GYLFIE 
We have to go get him. 


SOREN 
Wait. Eglantine’s right. 
(beat, looking down) 
Something’s wrong. 
He scans the area around the castle. 
A FEW BRANCHES UP 
A black CROW is listening in. 
BACK TO SCENE 
Twilight spots something. 
TWILIGHT 
There! 
(beat) 
What’s that in that tree? 
They all turn their heads. 
DIGGER 
(squinting) 


I can’t tell. I don’t have your 
eyes, Twilight. 


SOREN 
(spots it) 
It’s a bag... 
EGLANTINE 


(sees it as well) 
It’s one of the Sacred Bags! 


SOREN 
Sacred Bag? 


THE CROW 
takes to the air. 
BACK TO SCENE 
Soren looks up. 
SOREN (CONT’D) 


What was that? 
(CONTINUED ) 
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But before they see the crow-- 


EGLANTINE 
(sees another bag) 
There’s another bag over there! 


Everyone forgets Soren’s question to look at the other 
bag. 


EGLANTINE (CONT’D) 
The High Tyto would bring the 
Sacred Bags out from the High 
Shrine, and give us his lessons. 
There were three of them. 


SOREN 
They’re filled with Flecks. 
Otulissa-- what would happen if 
those three bags were put around 
the castle? 


OTULISSA 
A devil’s triangle. An owl would 
be stuck-- he wouldn’t even 
remember how to fly, much less 
navigate. 


SOREN 
(thinking) 
We have to get rid of those bags. 


DIGGER 
How? 


CUT TO: 


EXT. A CAVE - NIGHT 


The crow flies straight into the cave. 


INT. THE CAVE - NIGHT 


Instead of candles lighting the cavern, jars of lightning 
bugs do the job. The cave is very large, filled with 
about 60-70 owls-- mostly all Tyto breeds. Many are 
sharpening Battle Claws, eating voles and mice, etc. And 
if we’re really observant, we might notice some non- 
Tytos: Jutt and Jatt as well as some other owls from St. 
Aggies are sharpening their own Claws as well. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


THE CROW 


101. 


flies over to a carved out part of the cave where SURTR, 
an older Greater Sooty Owl (similar looking to a Barn 
Owl-- except the feather are all dark grey) is eating a 
mouse. He has a metallic helmet on his head-- one eye is 
visible, the other not, and the helmet’s nose guard is in 
the shape of a beak, Surtr’s own having been disfigured 


by Ezylryb 


Kludd eats 


years ago. 
a mouse next to him. 


CROW 
My lord High Tyto! 


Surtr looks over at the crow. 


Surtr eats 


CROW (CONT’D) 
Six owls have come into the 


valley. 
SURTR 

Six? 

(beat) 

Do they wear Battle Claws? 
CROW 

No, my lord. 
SURTR 

No? 
KLUDD 


A scouting party? 


SURTR 
Perhaps. 
(thinks, to the Crow) 
Ignore them. 


KLUDD 
My Pure Lord, is that wise? 


SURTR 
If they are scouts, they will no 
doubt investigate and become 
ensnared by the Devil’s Triangle 
as surely as Lyze is. 


the head of the mouse as we-- 


CUT 


TO: 


102. 


EXT. A FOREST FIRE —- NIGHT 


It’s the forest fire they passed earlier. Flames reach 
into the dark night. The band of owls are circling it. 
Soren’s searching for a landing spot. 


SOREN 
Otulissa! There! The rest of you 
stay here! 


He makes a DIVE, Otulissa right behind him. 


EXT. THE FOREST FLOOR - NIGHT 


Soren and Otulissa land in an area where the fire has 
just passed. They each find two coals, and quickly put 
them in their beaks. 


EXT. THE AIR ABOVE THE FIRE - NIGHT 


Twilight, Gylfie, Digger and Eglantine are circling, 
waiting for them. 


TWILIGHT 
Here they come! 


And Soren and Otulissa, beaks full of coal, faces and 
feathers covered in soot, join their comrades. They head 
for the castle. 


CUT TO: 


INT. A PASSAGEWAY IN SURTR’S CAVE - SAME TIME 


Surtr is walking down the passageway with Kludd following 
him. 


SURTR 
Do not be concerned, Kludd. The 
owlets we allowed to escape did 
their part. lLyze’s curiosity was 
whetted enough to come here. And 
the Guardians are sure to follow. 
They will come for their great 
“ryb”. Maybe just a few at first, 
like the scouts out there now, but 
then more, trying to discover what 
has befallen their missing 
comrades... And the more that 
come, the more that will be caught 
by the Flecks, like flies ina 
spider’s web, to be dispatched at 
our leisure. 

(CONTINUED ) 
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Surtr stops walking right outside a chamber guarded by 
two owls armed with Battle Claws. Surtr turns to Kludd. 


SURTR (CONT’D) 
And then, when the Guardians are 


no more... we strike the kingdoms. 
And make every one of them... 
Pure. 

(beat) 


Alert me when these scouts from 
Ga'Hoole have been Flecked. 


KLUDD 
Yes, High Tyto. 


And then Surtr turns and continues walking into his 
chambers. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. THE BASE OF A TREE - SAME TIME 


Digger and Gylfie land with bunches of kindling in their 
beaks. They drop it near the base of a brittle, dying 
tree. Soren comes down next to them, and places his coal 
on the kindling. It BURSTS into flame, and the owls take 
to the air as the tree begins to catch fire. 


EXT. IN THE AIR - CONTINUOUS 
The owls gain altitude. 


GYLFIE 
I feel dizzy! 


SOREN 
I feel it too! We got too close 
to the Flecks! 


DIGGER 
You sure this will work, Soren? 


SOREN 
No! Have a better idea, Digger? 


Digger doesn’t. And as the more trees below them begin 
to burn, we-- 


CUT TO: 


104. 


INT. SURTR’S ROOM IN THE CAVE - SAME TIME 


Surtr is reading a book by “Lyze of Kiel” when he is 
interrupted by-- 


KLUDD 
My Pure Lord... 


Surtr turns his neck 180 degrees to see Kludd by the 
entrance of his chamber. 


SURTR 
Yes, Kludd? 


KLUDD 
Something is happening. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. SURTR’S CAVE - MOMENTS LATER 


Surtr and Kludd alight on a rock near the entrance of the 
cave. They look down at-- 


FROM THEIR POV 
The fire is getting closer to one side of the castle. 
BACK TO SCENE 


Surtr scans the sky. He see the black silhouettes of 
Soren and his band. 


SURTR 
Have an attack squad prepare for 
battle! 
EXT. THE TURRET OF THE CASTLE. 
Ezylryb notices the smoke nearby. He squints at it, 
confused. 
EXT. A TREE BRANCH - NIGHT 


A Sacred Bag is leaning against the trees burning trunk. 
The fire consumes enough of the tree trunk so that-- 


WIDER 


--the tree collapses with an enormous SNAP. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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ON THE GROUND 
The Sacred Bag falls, and becomes consumed by the flames, 


the shiny Flecks dissolving into molten metal that seeps 
into the fiery maelstrom. 


EXT. THE AIR ABOVE THE OTHER SIDE OF THE CASTLE —- NIGHT 
Soren is in the lead of the formation. 


SOREN 
Go in Otulissa! But don’t get too 
close to the Bag! 


DIGGER 
Look out! 


And they all turn to see a dozen owls in formation, 
heading their way-- all wearing helmets and Battle Claws. 


SOREN 
Break formation! ! 


And they do. 
SOREN (CONT’D) 

Otulissa! Burn that tree if you 

can!! 
And Otulissa drops down, chased by a Battle Clawed Pure 
One. She ZOOMS into the treeline, over and under 
branches at a high speed. 
ANOTHER PART OF THE SKY 


Eglantine is chased by a Pure One. 


EGLANTINE 
I got one on my tail! 


She dodges up and down, trying to avoid her pursuer. 
IN THE TREE LINE 

Otulissa does some amazing acrobats, narrowly missing 
branch after branch-- and one of her pursuers hits 
straight into a big thick horizontal branch! 


IN THE SKY 


Otulissa continues dodging, and just as it appears her 
pursuer is about to get her with the Battle Claws-- 


Twilight appears from nowhere, and KNOCKS the Pure One 
out of the air! 
(CONTINUED ) 
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(he’s twice as big) The Pure One spins out of control, 
in a heap of feathers-- and one of his Battle Claws 
SHOOTS into the air-- and Twilight catches it mid-air. 
He quickly puts it on one of his claws as the Pure One 
falls to the ground with a terrible cracking sound. 


SOREN 


is being chased by three Pure Ones. He dives right for 
the FIRE, and-- 


AT THE TREE LINE 


--he weaves in and around the fire, in and out of smoke-- 
completely used to the flames and the drafts that the 
flames create. 


One of the Pure Ones gets too close to a flame-- and 
CATCHES FIRE himself. He SHRIEKS as he plummets to 
earth. 


ANOTHER PART OF THE SKY 


Otulissa spots an abandoned BIRD’S NEST on the branch of 
an Oak Tree. As she flies over it, she DROPS THE COAL 
into the nest-- almost like a dive bomber-- and it BURSTS 
into flame, and the tree quickly catches fire. 


But then, another Pure One is on her tail. She speeds 
up, but another Pure One DIVES in from her right flank-- 
and this one’s Battle Claw slices some of her wing 
feather clean through! 


She keeps on flying, though. 

ANOTHER PART OF THE SKY 

Twilight, now armed with a single Battle Claw, is 
everywhere at once. He SLICES into the wings of a Pure 
One. Then SHOOTS upwards to battle another Pure One. 
While-- 

NEAR THE FLAMES 


Soren darts through the smoke-- and the two still chasing 
him are gaining. 


And then, from below, Digger appears with a stick that’s 

ON FIRE. He shoves the stick into the stomach of one of 

the Pure Ones, which SHRIEKS in pain as it drops from the 
sky. It’s comrade is so shocked that it slows down. 


ANOTHER PART OF THE SKY 


Eglantine does some weaving of her own, but she’s still 
got one on her tail. 


107. 


EXT. THE TURRET - NIGHT 

Ezylryb squints as Soren flies past. He almost 
recognizes Soren. But he’s still a bit befuddled. 

EXT. THE AIR - NIGHT 

As Eglantine desperately tries to avoid the Pure One 
chasing her, another comes from her flank-- but THAT one 
is KNOCKED out of the air from Soren, who came in from 
above! Soren spins, but then regains control. And the 
force of the impact makes the Pure One’s Battle Claws 
fall. 


SOREN 
Otulissa! Grab a Claw! 


And Soren DIVES-- 


EXT. THE GROUND - CONTINUOUS 
-- and picks up one of the fallen Battle Claws, never 
stopping. A beat later, and Otulissa SWOOPS in from 
another direction, and grabs the other one. 
EXT. THE FOREST - NIGHT 
The second fire is spreading rapidly, heading for the 
second Sacred Bag. 
EXT. OUTSIDE SURTR’S CAVE - SAME TIME 
Surtr watches the second fire with growing anger. 
KLUDD 
My lord, they’re trying to burn 
the Sacred Bags... 


Surtr turns to Kludd, annoyed. He knows. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. THE AIR - NIGHT 


Surtr is now at the head of a giant formation. At least 
60 or 70 owls are behind him, all Battle Clawed and 
helmeted. They’re in attack formation. 


108. 


EXT. THE AIR ABOVE THE CASTLE - SAME TIME 


Gylfie has a flaming branch in each talon, and she uses 
them against several Pure Ones. 


And then she sees Surtr and his formation, terrified. 


GYLFIE 
Soren! ! 
SOREN 
sees them as well. 
SOREN 
Form up! 
DIGGER 
We’re not going to charge them are 
we? 


But Digger gets in place behind Soren, a flaming stick in 
his claw. Gylfie and Eglantine form up behind him has 
well. 
EXT. THE TREE WITH THE SECOND BAG - SAME TIME 
The second Sacred Bag-- stashed in a hollow-- BURSTS into 
flame as well. 
EXT. THE AIR - SAME TIME 
Twilight forms up behind Soren as well, as does Otulissa. 
SOREN 

We've got to give Ezylryb time!! 

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE ATR -— SAME TIME 


Kludd, who is right next to Surtr, sees Soren and 
Eglantine. He recognizes them. 


And he SMILES, darkly. 


EXT. THE TURRET OF THE CASTLE - NIGHT 


Ezylryb is starting to become himself-- the effect of the 
Flecks fading quickly. 


EZYLRYB 
Soren...? Soren! 


(CONTINUED ) 
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And he takes to the air just as-- 


EXT. THE AIR - NIGHT 
Gylfie spots Ezylryb. 


GYLFIE 
There he is! 


Soren sees him. 


SOREN 
Break off! 


But it’s too late-- the formation of Pure Ones is on 
them! 


EGLANTINE 


looks terrified at the dozen of owls that are on her 
tail. 


TWILIGHT 

attacks, and two owls quickly go down. 

SOREN 

is about to be outflanked by a Pure One swooping in, but 
Ezylryb comes out of a waft of smoke with a mighty WAR 
YELL, and ATTACKS it first-- they go into a fall-- 

IN THE AIR 


Ezylryb is vicious, and even though he doesn’t have 
Battle Claws, the other owl is quickly dispatched. 


WIDER 


But there’s too many of them. Soren and his band-- now 
with Ezylryb-- are only 7. It’s 10-1. 


SOREN 
is battling at everything that comes near him. 


KLUDD 
Soren! 


And Kludd flies right for Soren-- his Battle Claws 
shining red from the flames below. Soren banks enough to 
avoid Kludd’s Claws-- but close enough that we HEAR the 
CLANG of the Soren and Kludd’s Claws meeting. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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SOREN 
Kludd! No! 


Soren flies away from Kludd as Kludd turns to pursue. 
GYLFIE 
is in big trouble-- owls coming from every side. 


GYLFIE 
Help! 


TWILIGHT 


is SLASHED in the wing-- he bleeds, as ten more come for 
him, and-- 


SURTR 


flies right for Ezylryb, 15 owls with him. Ezylryb looks 
a goner-- 


But then-- from out of the smoke-- a DOZEN GUARDIANS OF 
GA’HOOLE appear, led by Boron! 


They CRASH into the Pure Ones, immediately going into 
talon-to-talon combat. 


WIDER 


The fiery-smoky sky above the castle is filled with owls, 
and now a full on battle begins. Bubo is there. So are 
Boron and Barran, Strix Struma, Elvanryb, Matron, and 
FIFTY others as well. All attacking from different 
positions. 


The Guardians’ helmets and Battle Claws are silver and 
gold, inlaid, and beautiful. The Pure Ones tend to have 
old and rusty arms and helmets. 

Over a hundred owls are battling in the sky around the 
castle, flying through the ruins, through the fire, 
through the smoke... 

STRIX STRUMA 


and eight other Guardians SWOOP into the fray around 
Gylfie. 


ELVANRYB 
and five others attack Twilight’s attackers. 
MADAME PLONK 


and half a dozen come to Ezylryb’s aid. 
(CONTINUED ) 
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EZYLRYB 
flies through the ruins of the castle, under and over 
rotting beams, past crumbling walls. Surtr, having 
escaped Boron, is right on his tail. 
SURTR 

Give up, old owl! You Guardians 

are relics of an Old World Order. 

Weak. Polluted. Impure! 
SOREN 
sees this and flies towards him, Kludd following. 


EZYLRYB 


starts to circle the tallest remaining wall at the 
chapel, trying to get Surtr off his tail. 


EGLANTINE 


sees Kludd coming up behind Soren, and she DIVES to help 
him. 


EGLANTINE 
Soren! 


She COLLIDES into Kludd, sending him off course and into 
a tree that suddenly CROWNS with flames. 


Kludd SCREAMS in pain and disappears into a storm of fire 
and smoke. 


SOREN 
sees this and is horrified, but turns to see-- 
IN FRONT OF THE STAINED GLASS 
Ezylryb and Surtr battling-- but it’s unfair-- Surtr 
isn’t only much larger than Ezylryb, but also armed with 
Battle Claws. 
SURTR 
Only the strong survive! The 
Pure! 


SOREN 


sees Digger nearby, the small Burrowing Owl’s two talons 
each carrying a red-hot burning stick, 


SOREN 
Digger! I need a fire-branch! 


(CONTINUED ) 
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ALL AROUND THE CHAPEL 


Ezylryb and Surtr fly for each other-- strike-- then 
continue flying-- circle back-- and strike again. 


EZYLRYB 
What you think is our weakness is 
our greatest strength, Surtr. Our 
differences. Our individuality. 


They clash again, and Ezylryb is wounded in the wing. As 
they detach, Surtr flies upwards, gaining altitude in 
order to strike from below. 


Ezylryb has to land on the top of a crumbling wall. 
SURTR 
arcs ever higher. 


SURTR 
Death to the impure! 


He start to DIVE for Ezylryb. 


But Soren attacks him from the side with his single 
Battle Claw. And as Surtr twists to respond, Soren 
THRUSTS the burning stick into Surtr’s MASK, where it 
STICKS. 


Surtr SCREAMS in agony, the feathers under his mask 
catching fire. He losing control, and falls to the 
burned out ground right outside of the castle’s ruins. 
He’s dead. 


WIDER 

Surviving Pure Ones, realizing the battle is lost, 
quickly disengage, and begin to fly as far away from the 
castle as quickly as possible. 


ABOVE THE CASTLE 


Soren, Twilight are joined by Eglantine, Gylfie, Digger 
and Otulissa. 


GYLFIE 
Look! They’re flying away! 


And across the sky, the Guardians begin to HOOT into the 
night, celebrating. 


Digger notices Soren isn’t celebrating. Instead, he 
looks over at Eglantine, sad. She knows what he’s 
thinking about. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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EGLANTINE 
(re: Kludd) 
I’m sorry, Soren-- I had to. 


SOREN 
I know, Eg. I know... 


And then Ezylryb appears above them, flying erratically 
because of his wounded wing. 


GYLFIE 
Ezylryb!! 
(noticing) 
You’re hurt! 
EZYLRYB 


I’m fine. Fine! Just need a few 
raw voles in my gizzard is all. 


He looks at Soren. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
Let’s go home... 


Soren looks at his mentor, beaming at him. 
ANOTHER PART OF THE SKY 


As the sun begins to rise, the Guardians begin to fly 
into formation behind Boron. 


CUT TO: 
SURTR’S HELMET 


lying on the ground. We are-- 


EXT. THE GROUND BY THE CASTLE - DAY 


And the dead body of Surtr lies a little ways off. The 
helmet must have fallen off and rolled away when he 
crashed to the ground. It’s still smoky, so it’s hard to 
see. 


But from out of the smoke, an owl limps over to the mask. 
We can’t see who it is yet, though. But it’s a Barn Owl. 
The Barn Owl grasps the helmet with his talon, bends 
over, puts his head in the helmet. Stands back up, turns 
around. 


It’s Kludd. Terribly wounded and burned, but we can see 
it’s him. He takes to the air, and disappears into the 
smoky air. 


CUT TO: 
(CONTINUED ) 


114. 
CONTINUED: 


EXT. THE AIR - DAY 
The Guardians fly higher, heading home as we-- 


DISSOLVE TO: 


INT. EZYLRYB’S HOLLOW - NIGHT 


A few nights later. Ezylryb is hunched over a work 
bench, cleaning something as Soren enters, his beak 
carrying a bucket of dried caterpillars. He places it on 
the floor. 


SOREN 
I brought you some dried 
caterpillars... 

EZYLRYB 


Hmm? Oh, thank you. You can put 
it on the table over there. 


And Soren does so. Soren looks at what Ezylryb is doing. 
But he can’t quite see. An uncomfortable beat. 


SOREN 
Well, I think I’m going to go to 
the library now. 


Ezylryb stops what he was doing and turns his head 180 
degrees. 


EZYLRYB 
Soren-- I never thanked you for 
what you, did I? 


SOREN 
You don’t have to. 
EZYLRYB 
Hmm. 
SOREN 
I did have a question, though. 
EZYLRYB 
Yes? 
SOREN 


If Flecks make owls get gizzelmia, 
how come Metal Beak didn’t get it? 


EZYLRYB 
His mask. I suspect it was made 
of Mu metal. Mu metal cancels out 
the effects of magnetism... 
(CONTINUED ) 


115. 
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And then he holds up what he was cleaning-- it’s a Battle 
Claw. One of his Battle Claws. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
These are for you. 


SOREN 
Me? 


EZYLRYB 
You and your comrades are to be 
knighted tonight. To become 
Guardians of Ga’Hoole. 


Sore almost can’t believe it, but then-- 


SOREN 
But these are yours. 


EZYLRYB 
No. I swore I would never raise a 
Battle Claw in violence again. 
And it’s an oath I expect to 
keep... 


He motions for Soren to approach. He holds out the Claw 
with his lame talon. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
Go on. Take it. 


Soren holds the Claw, looks at in wonder. 


EZYLRYB (CONT’D) 
And thank you, Soren. Thank you. 


Soren looks up at Ezylryb, and smiles. MUSIC starts as 
we-- 


CUT TO: 


EXT. THE GREAT GA’HOOLE TREE —- NIGHT 


Candles are everywhere: the roots, the branches, the 
ground. Owls are perched on every branch, looking down 
at the roots, waiting. 


A TWIG ALTAR 
has been erected under some of the roots. Barran and the 
rest of the Parliament Council stand, waiting. All wear 


their ceremonial helmets, except for Ezylryb, who wears 
none. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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BY THE TRUNK 


Soren, Gylfie, Twilight, Otulissa, and Digger solemnly 
emerge from a hollow at ground level. 


Soren smiles nervously as he walks down toward the Twig 
Altar. He smiles at Eglantine, who is on a root nearby. 
She beams with pride. 

ON A LOWER BRANCH 


Many of the Tree’s snakes watch, including Octavia, and 
of course Mrs. Plithiver. 


AT THE ALTAR 
Boron use his wings to place newly shined silver helmets 
on each of the young owls. First Digger, then Otulissa, 


then Twilight, then Gylfie, and finally Soren. 


They turn to face the denizens of the Tree, their pride 
written on their faces. 


WIDER 

All the owls of the tree CHEER... Strix Struma... Bubo... 
Martin... Ruby... Primrose... 

EVEN WIDER 


The CHEERS of a thousand owls fill the moonlit night. 


CUT TO BLACK. 


THE END 


